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PART   I 


THEKLA 

AT   ICONIUM,  A.D.   48 


A  BOVE  Iconium's  roofs  the  violet  sky 
<L±  Brake,  as  a  flower  breaks,  into  crimson  flame, 
And  the  sun  sank.     The  stir  of  day's  long  toil 
Died  into  quiet :    from  an  upper  room, 
Eager  and  swift,— now  keen  as  tense-strung  lyre, 
And  now  all  low  in  pleading  with  choked  tears,  ' 
Now  threatening  of  far  thunders,— rose  and  fell 
Through  the  hushed  eve  one  voice;  and  one  that  heard 
Leant  lily-wise  to  listen. 

Toward  the  West, 

Glad  still  with  marvel  of  the  sunset  smile, 
A  casement  looked,  and  there  the  listening  face, 
Bright  'neath  a  gloom  of  tresses  raven-hued ; 
And  in  the  troublous  deep  of  dreaming  eyes 
Wonder  just  stirred  and  a  strange  spring  of  life.— 
What  was  this  voice?— Pale  sorrow  and  dim  woe 


e— 
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It  spoke  of,  and  one  Jesus  Crucified— 
One  sent  to  sorrow  ere  the  world  was  born, 
Yet  righteously  :—  of  Him  old  prophets  spak 
Prophets  long  dead  in  Jewry  'cross  the  seas  : 
On  the  third  day  He  rose,—  men  said  He  rose  ; 
They  saw  and  handled,  where  a  spear  went  through  ; 
And  some  who  saw  bear  witness,  some  now  sleep. 
Was  ever  such  thing  known—  believed  before? 
Death—  that  were  common  !—  ah,  too  old  the  tale  : 
Too  old—  too  true  '.—And  Thekla's  thought  ran  back 
Scarce  one  brief  year  —  was  it  indeed  a  year  ? 
She  stood  beside  a  sister's  couch  of  pain- 
Heard  the  quick  breathing,  caught  the  broken  sighs, 
Watched  in  dumb  anguish  life  contend  for  life, 
Hopeless  still  hoped,  went  ever  in  wild  doubt 
Till  the  last  breath—  till  every  hope  was  fled  ! 

—  O  cruel  Death,  invincible  in  might, 
Equal  and  most  unequal,  partially  blind, 
Snatching  the  fair,  letting  the  base  go  free, 
The  hind  toil  on,  the  miserable  live  !— 
Yet  'gainst  the  gloom  was  set  one  flash  of  light, 
One  ray  divine  that  made  the  darkness  fire, 
That  wreathed  it  all  with  glittering  gems—  just  Love  ! 
"  O  Thamyris,  Thamyris,  thou  indeed  wast  Love, 
Art  Love  indeed,  and  evermore  shalt  be  ! 
Wert  thou  not  with  me  even  when  Death  was  by  ? 
Wert  thou  not  warm  when  Death  was  chilly  cold  ? 
Didst  thou  not  dry  my  tears  and  whisper  hope— 
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Hope— yea,  and  life— life  in  a  deathless  love  ? 
Didst  thou  not  hold  my  hands,  and  touch  my  hair 
Delicately,  as  though  it  were  a  thing  divine  ? 
Look  in  my  eyes  and  musically  draw 

From  deep  past  deep  their  utmost  hidden  joy?" 

Again  the  voice  :— "  Though  a  man  die,  in  Christ 
Yet  shall  he  live,  for  Christ  Himself  was  raised, 
And  Him  we  preach— the  Risen  and  the  Life." 

Impossible ! — This  Jesus  did  not  die, 
Or  now  He  lived  not ;  He  perchance  had  friends  :— 
Some  fond  hallucination  of  men  dazed 
With  too  much  sorrow,  or  some  crazy  tale 
Changed  in  the  telling  was  this  hopeless  hope  !— 
Or  was  it  foul  imposture,  greed  of  gain  ? 
Haply  His  friends  used  guile,  and  in  thick  night 
Stole  the  still  corpse,  and  bragged  that  He  was  risen ! 
Perchance  He  did  not  die,  but  lay  in  swoon  : 
With  pungent  spices  was  the  spirit  lured 
Back  to  the  broken  body,  or  some  charm 
Of  sorcerer's  art  brought  life  to  what  seemed  dead. 

Death— can  Death  live  ?     Nay,  Hercules  alone 
With  Death  had  wrestled  and  had  conquered  Death. 
But  was  not  he  some  childish,  mythic  tale— 

Not  real  ?     These  keen-eyed  Jews  have  craft : 

To  hold  Death's  secret— that  were  profitable  : 
Many  were  widows— they  would  practise  on  them  : 
Many  bereft  of  children— O  fine  chance 
For  those  who  claim  Death's  secret  to  win  trade ! 
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But  oh,  for  those  that  trusted  to  receive 
Their  dead  once  more  alive — woe  heaped  on  woe ! 
Of  all  deceits  most  cruel  since  Time  was : 
Foulest  of  all  impostures ! — 

Silently 

The  passionless  stars  gathered  about  God's  feet, 
Studding  with  brilliance  His  high  lustrous  Throne : 
Night  fell  in  folds  of  sapphire :  on  the  dark 
Sudden  there  gleamed  a  trailing  line  of  light 
And  ceased  :  far  off  from  wide  waste  marshes  came 
A  bittern's  lonely  cry :  the  desolate  hills, 
Jagged  'gainst  the  cirque  of  amber-girdled  sheen, 
Lay  in  blue  sleep :  still  urgent  spake  the  voice— 
"If  Christ  hath  not  been  raised  our  faith  is  vain  ; 
Yea,  we  are  found  false  witnesses  of  God  : 
For,  if  the  dead  rise  not,  Christ  did  not  rise : 
But  now  the  firstfruits  of  all  them  that  sleep 
He  lives,  He  reigns ;  and  they  that  die  in  Him 
Will  Christ  bring  with  Him,  when  the  trumpet  sounds 
For  He  must  reign  till  all  things  'neath  His  sway 
Lie  subject,  and  our  God  be  all  in  all." 

The  words  rang  upward  to  the  casement  strong 
With  forceful  passion  : — was  Damilla  dead  ? 
Perchance  she  died  in  Christ,  and  He  would  bring 
Her  with  Him  back  to  earth  after  long  years. 
Haply  she  would  be  changed — white  silver  sprent 
On  sable  tresses,  and  the  young  face  lined 
With  furrows ;  the  rich  flower-like  lips  grown  wan 
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With  weary  waiting  on  the  sunless  plains — 
Oh,  not  the  old  Damilla ! 

Hark,  a  stir, 

A  step,  a  whisper — Thamyris,  'tis  thou  ! 
And  Thekla  turned  ;  the  misty  film  of  tears 
Dried  as  the  dewfall,  when  young  Day  goes  forth 
A  bridegroom  crowned  with  joy : — she  leapt  to  love  ! 
This — this  was  of  avail,  though  all  else  vain, 
This  pulsing  passion  and  fierce  tide  of  life, 
This  mastery  of  love,  of  wild  desire. 
Oh,  hand  in  hand  to  cheat  the  power  of  Time ! 
Oh,  heart  to  heart, — one  life — one  single  soul — 
Front  in  Love's  strength  the  changing  blows  of  Doom, 
Fate's  venomed  darts  and  dark  dispiteous  ills ; 
Nestle  at  last  to  death  fresh  from  Love's  arms, 
With  children  compassed,  who  would  stand  and  weep, 
Would  clasp  the  hands  that  fondled,  seal  the  eyes 
Fulfilled  of  Love  and  long  since  satisfied ! 
Beyond  Death's  limit  look  not ! — There,  perchance, 
'Twas  nothingness,  or  such  a  restful  sleep 
As  comes  to  weary  men  'mid  harvest  sheaves. 
Nay,  did  not  poets  sing  of  Asphodel 
And  Lethe's  stream,  and  meads,  where  storm  is  not, 
But  only  the  dim  quiet  of  a  dream 
Beyond  the  glimmer  of  the  sunset  bars  ; 
Where  ever  from  old  ocean  comes  a  breeze, 
Cool  with  a  whisper  of  the  salt  sea  wave  ? — 
Nay,  not  to  rise  again  !     The  banquet  done, 
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What  need  to  spread  it  more  ?     For  other  lips 
The  brimming  cup,  the  joyance  and  the  song, 
The  bared  h'mbs  dancing  and  the  love-lit  eyes ; 
And  then,  and  then — to  nothingness  once  more ! 
Out  on  the  stars  Thekla  and  Thamyris  gazed  : 
Love  made  a  silence  ;  they  forgat  the  voice 
Pleading  hard  by,  and  Love  alone  reigned  king. 


II 

Two  suns  had  risen  and  set  with  interchange 
Of  glancing  beam  and  shadow-mantled  shower : 
The  third  day  broke  'mid  thunder  and  fierce  gusts 
Of  rolling  storm  on  Taurus : — 'gainst  grey  walls 
The  loud  wind  hissed  with  splashes  of  fierce  rain  ; 
And  Thekla's  mood  tossed  with  the  tossing  storm. 
Torn  was  her  heart  'twixt  doubt  and  dark  dismay : 
She  felt  foreboding  of  some  imminent  loss ; 
Even  as  a  mariner  on  a  lonely  isle 
May  watch  a  sail  dip  in  the  shining  west, 
While  the  white  sea-mews  wail  indifferent  round. 
Life's  joy  seemed  drifting  from  her :  yesternight 
The  voice  had  pleaded  not  of  life,  but  death — 
Death  now — death  present — death  to  love  and  joy. 
"If  ye  be  Christ's,  then  mortify  your  life, 
Else  are  ye  dead  ;  yea,  dead  to  Christ  and  God. 
But  if  ye  die,  then  shall  ye  live  indeed. 
Die  to  this  life,  so  win  your  life  in  God  ! 
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Die  to  the  flesh  and  spiritually  live ! 
For  ye  are  Christ's,  and  Christ  is  God's — in  Him 
All  things  are  yours ;  yea,  through  the  loss  of  all 
Ye  all  possess : — not  with  a  little  price 
He  bought  you,  who  did  make  you  for  Himself. 
Before  the  world's  foundation  He  was  yours, 
And  ye  were  His ;  but  yet  again  when  lost 
In  trespasses  and  sins  He  hath  redeemed 
Each  with  His  blood  :  they  that  are  His  indeed 
Have  crucified  the  flesh  ;  not  to  themselves 
They  live,  as  do  the  Gentiles,  knowing  not  God. 
The  time  is  short : — quickly  He  comes  again, 
But  then  to  judge  ! — this  day,  as  Phinehas  stood, 
I  stand  betwixt  the  living  and  the  dead — 
Them  that  are  dead  in  trespasses  and  sins, 
Those  that  to  sin  have  died  and  live  in  Christ. 
Why  will  ye  tarry  ?  had  ye  any  fruit 
Bond-slaves  to  sin  ?     Yea,  bitter  fruit  indeed, 
Fruit  unto  death  and  shame ! — Oh,  put  ye  off 
That  which  is  old,  corrupt,  alien  from  God, 
And  be  ye  clothed  in  righteousness  and  peace ! 
Arise  new-robed — new  men — oh,  live  in  Christ 
Justified  now,  hereafter  glorified  !" 

Then  the  voice  ceased  :  from  the  long  room  below 
On  the  cool  night  there  came  a  hovering  sigh — 
A  sob  of  expectation — who  would  rise  ? 
Would  any  cast  away  his  slough  of  sin  ? 
Would  any  plunge  in  the  baptismal  wave 
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And  rise  up  clean — clean  as  a  little  child  ? 

Ah,  cold  that  wave  if  pure ;  and  sin  so  warm, 

So  sweet ! — Christ  Jesus  crucified,  though  man, 

Was  sinless.     Was  He  tempted  ?  did  He  feel 

How  glad  life  is, — how  full  of  merriment 

The  festival,  the  dance,  the  serenade, 

The  crowns  of  flowers,  the  song,  the  bubbling  wine  ?— 

And  all  was  sin,  or  led  to  sin  !     Could  God 

Give  life  for  sorrow,  thankless  abstinence  ? 

Perchance  one  poor  or  old,  whose  blood  ran  thin, 

Or  rapt  in  thought  and  deep  philosophies, 

Might  walk  in  white  untempted !    Christ  was  God — 

Tempted  as  man,  unfallen  as  God !     Ah,  not 

Like  gods  of  high  Olympus,  who  lived  soft, 

Careless  of  man,  with  joyous  frailties, 

Passions  indeed,  revenge,  and  warring  love : 

Intenser  men,  they  heard  no  Conscience  cry, 

No  Pity  plead  ;  bound  by  no  scrupulous  law, 

They  feared  no  death  ;  frank  ecstasies  of  joy 

Their  lives  secure  : — ah,  were  they  fables  feigned 

To  abet  man's  license  ?    "  See,"  they  seem  to  say, 

"  Your  sin  is  but  as  ours  and  not  so  gross ; 

For  you  short  term  of  sad  and  painful  years, 

Dark  with  grim  toil  and  harrowed  by  sharp  care, 

And  over  all  the  awful  shadow  of  Death ! 

If  ye  then  snatch  the  bloom  of  soon-fled  hours, 

Ye  do  as  we,  and  your  excuse  is  more." 

But  here  a  new  thing — some  strange,  unknown  God— 
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Nay,  the  one  God  !     He  hath  come  down  to  earth, 
Hungered  and  thirsted,  gone  in  weariness, 
Carried  men's  sorrows,  borne  their  every  grief, 
Compassed  with  fashion  not  of  God  but  slave ; 
And  then  He  died,  and  by  His  death  won  life, 
For  all  forgiveness  :  ah,  how  vast  His  claim- 
Sinless  to  make  men  sinless,  purified, 
Clean,  undefiled — for  all  a  sacrifice : — 
The  God  Himself  a  victim,  offered  up 
By  His  own  hands — a  sacrifice  for  man  : — 
Could  it  be  true  ? 

"  Awake,  arise,  and  Christ 
Shall  give  you  light : — on  us,  the  last-born  race 
Of  this  old  world,  the  Heavenly  Light  hath  shined : 
To  us  the  mystery  hid  long  years  in  God 
Hath  been  revealed,  and  lo !  it  is  the  Cross. 
Christ  crucified  we  preach — in  Him  our  boast : 
He  hath  redeemed  and  will  o'ercome  the  world. 
Yea,  though  to  some  the  Cross  seem  foolishness, 
To  others  but  a  stumbling-block, — to  us 
It  is  the  Power  and  Wisdom  of  our  God. 
Will  ye  believe?" 

And  Thekla's  head  bowed  low 

Between  her  hands ;  quick  tears  o'erflowed  her  eyes. 
What  did  this  mean  ?     Was  it  a  call  Divine, 
A  voice  sent  far  from  pure  Elysian  fields, 
Where  mortal  love  dies  empty  as  a  dream 
When  the  day  breaketh  ?     Must  young  love  die  now, 
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And  she,  pale  watcher,  catch  his  last-drawn  breath, 
And  weep,  and  weep,  and  weep,  till  she  too  die? 
As  a  spring  bird  returning  finds  its  nest 
Rifled,  and  fluttering  round  cries  plaintively— 
So  Thekla  cried,  for  Love  seemed  reft  away. 


Ill 

Through  the  long  day  she  sat — Ere  eve  the  storm 
Had  spent  its  strength,  and  seemed  a  spirit  forlorn 
Wailing  among  the  hills ;  a  distant  bleat 
Of  shivered  lambs  came  on  the  fitful  wind  ; 
From  upland  slopes  a  shepherd's  horn  blew  faint 
Echoing :  at  fall  of  sun  a  sudden  light 
Of  splendour  flushed  the  clouds  and  filled  the  plain  : 
Amid  the  city  here  and  there  men  passed— 
Grey  shadows  o'er  the  glint  of  wavy  pools — 
In  raiment  fluttering:  garlands  on  chance  doors 
Hung  lank  and  sodden  in  the  tremulous  flare 
Of  torches  :  where  some  coign  lent  shelter,  groups 
Stood  idly  with  gay  laughter.     Once  again 
The  upper  room  was  filled,  the  hymn  was  raised 
Dirge-like  and  low,  then  mounting  gathered  might 
As  of  tumultuous  waters  ;  sank  at  last 
In  deep-toned  alleluias  long  outdrawn. 
And  then  was  prayer — prayer  welling  from  fresh  springs 
Of  faith  so  clear  it  only  was  not  sight- 
Prayer  with  thanksgiving  blent,  suffrage  and  praise. 
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All  hearts  were  rapt :  it  seemed  Heaven's  pearly  doors 

Parted  a  moment :  earth  and  time  were  not, 

Nor  sin  nor  sorrow — God  alone  was  there, 

And  God's  great  love  stooping  to  man  so  close ! 

In  wonder  Thekla  listened  :  then  Paul's  voice 

Spake  with  a  tenderness  that  strangely  moved — 

"  Herein  I  have  no  mandate  from  the  Lord, 

Yet  as  one  faithful  found  through  mercy  given 

I  judge — judge  ye :  'tis  better  for  this  time, 

Shortened  and  full  of  care,  that  maidens  bide 

Unwedded  :  she  that  hath  an  husband  cares 

To  please  her  husband.     I  would  have  you  free — 

Free  with  whole  hearts  to  serve  the  living  God ; 

So  shall  ye  live  untroubled,  so  have  peace." 

Peace — peace — what  peace?    Yea,  Stoics  spake  of 

peace — 

Passionless  puppets  in  a  vast  inane ! 
But  peace — how  bought  ?  how  won  ?     By  negligence 
Of  others'  need,  of  man's  great  cry  for  help  : — 
Hindered  to  feel  no  hindrance,  forced  yet  free, 
Tranquil  though  tortured,  troublous  and  yet  calm — 
Magnificent  disdain  of  joy  and  ill ! 
But  here  not  scorn,  nay,  only  pitifulness, 
To  break  fast  fetters,  let  the  bound  go  free ! 
"  It  passeth  understanding— God's  deep  peace !" 
Not  by  cold  selfishness,  but  utter  love- 
Love  of  all  men  that  kills  the  love  of  self, 
Of  witching  pleasure  and  of  rebel  flesh. 
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—Oh,  could  it  be?  could  peace  be  gained  through  loss, 
Peace  from  disruption,  peace  'neath  tempest  shock, 
Peace  in  wild  anguish,  loss  of  all  most  dear  ? 
Such  loss  is  gain  : — like  Christ,  to  crucify 
The  flesh, — to  nail  upon  the  Cross,  to  lift 
Against  the  sun's  heat  and  the  beating  hail, 
The  storm,  the  whirlwind  that  which  craves  for  ease, 
For  flattery,  for  love — alone  is  peace ! 
No  peace  unless ! — utterly  abnegate 
Life's  joy,  so  find  joy.    O  strange  paradox  ! 
O  contradiction  desolate,  divine ! 
"  Let  others  rise,"  cried  Thekla,  "  some  are  cold, 
And  some  are  old,  and  some  too  foul  to  love ! 
But  why  heard  I  this  voice  ?  oh,  why  to  me  ? 
In  other  cities  might  its  accents  lure 
Others,  who  know  not  love,  who  loathe  their  life ! 
The  blind,  cripples,  and  maimed,  and  those  who  creep 
Like  wounded  birds  upon  a  broken  wing, 
Felons  and  slaves — for  such  this  vaunted  Cross 
Might  prove  some  solace  in  their  dull  complaints ! 
But  oh,  for  me  this  life  is  beautiful, 
And  Thamyris  fair,  and  joy  an  opening  bud  ! 
Why  must  I  leave  it  all,  and  follow  urged 
By  call  fantastic  never  dreamt  before  ? 
Yea,  give  me  life  eternal !  but  not  now, — 
Not  now,  O  God,  and  O  pale,  pleading  Christ ! 
Must  it  be  now  ?     Wait  till  the  chillier  year 
Come  with  keen  blast  to  nip  glad  summer's  pomp, 
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And  then  I  will  arise,  embrace  Thy  feet, 
Forsaking  all  will  follow  to  the  end — 
But  oh,  not  now !     Some  little  space  for  joy, 
A  little  time  for  laughter  and  for  love ! 

— Must  it  be  now?     Too  weak,  too  young  am  I. 

0  Christ  I  see  not,  yet  more  strong  than  sight 
Thy  vision,  and  more  near  Thy  Face  than  touch ! 
Yea,  Thou  dost  live !     I  feel — I  hear  Thy  voice  : 
Not  dead,  not  laid  in  lonely  Syrian  grave — 

So  wert  thou  powerless.     Christ,  oh,  Thou  hast  power 
To  conquer : — give  me  strength  to  yield  ;  yea,  now, 
Now  ere  my  courage  faint,  my  purpose  change ! 
Yea,  Thou  dost  conquer,  and  I  vanquished  yield, 
Yield  to  Thy  love,  and  cling  about  Thy  feet — 

1  lay  my  life  low  'neath  Thy  lifted  Cross !" 

Through  darkness  hushed,  and   choked   with   sobs 

the  cry 

Fell  solitary  :  in  the  upper  room 
Long  since  the  voice  was  gone,  the  lights  died  out, 
And  all  the  city  slept  'neath  quiet  stars — 
Not  Thekla : — bowed  in  agony  of  prayer 
She  knelt,  with  hands  clasped  tight  and  swaying  form — 
Miserable :  but  toward  dawn  the  empty  room 
Seemed  to  her  sense  to  rustle  with  soft  wings 
And  half-heard  music :  far-off  melody 
Mystically  floated  'mid  the  dying  gloom  : 
An  aureole  of  light  ringed  the  dim  East 
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With  rays  of  glory  :  song  of  morning  birds 

Brake  from  the  trees  and  fluted  through  the  dusk. 

With  morn  resolve  grew  strong ; — yea,  she  would  rise  : 

The  weak  things  of  the  world  God  chose  in  scorn 

Of  man's  proud  strength  : — His  choice  had  fallen  on  her, 

And  she  had  answered — "  Here  am  I — even  I." 

But  oh,  the  cost ! — To  bear  a  mother's  wrath, 

A  lover's  grief, — to  tread  the  ways  of  life, 

Ways  that  had  seemed  all  odorous  with  May, 

Outcast  of  love  still  loving ; — meet  reproach, 

Slander  and  slights  and  jeering  of  base  men, 

Worse  women — could  she  bear  it  ? — Christ  had  borne, 

So  the  voice  said,  all  sorrows  of  all  hearts, 

Yea,  and  their  sins : — the  past  was  one  long  sin — 

But  it  was  pardoned  !    Christ  rejected,  hurled 

To  infamous  torture  and  the  crowning  Cross, 

Had  borne  it  all,  and  He  would  bear  her  too, 

Carry  her  as  a  lost  lamb  all  the  days, 

Bear  in  His  bosom,  make  her  weakness  strong, 

For  all  her  need  sufficient — even  to  death ! 

The  day  had  broken  :  through  dim  fields  of  night 
Morn  drew  a  shining  furrow :  Thekla  leant 
Pale  from  the  thrown-back  casement ;  a  new  world 
Dawned  on  her  eyes — a  world  undreamt  before, 
Filled  with  new  light     The  Christ,  He  made  those  hills, 
Yon  citadels  of  vastly  shadowed  cloud, 
This  pageantry  of  golden-glancing  beams, 
And  the  long  uplands  and  the  lowing  kine, 
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And  this  just  waking  world  of  myriad  men. 

He  knew  them  all,  more  dearly  loved  than  knew, 

And  yet  they  knew  Him  not — never  had  heard 

Him  calling : — O  the  deep  pity  and  shame ! 

Some  who  had  heard  but  mocked,  and  some  with  hate 

Returned  Him  answer — they  would  none  of  Him  ! 

And  yet  He  reigned  in  stillness  by  the  Throne 

Of  God  His  Father,  with  compassionate  eyes 

Watching  and  waiting  : — yea,  it  was  most  strange 

He  sat  so  quiet : — would  He  ever  move, 

Rise  in  His  wrath,  and  rend  with  thunder-roll, 

Sending  forth  lightnings,  till  men  looked  and  feared — 

Feared,  if  not  loved  ? — Paul  said  He  soon  again 

Would  come :  the  time  was  short : — no  time  for  love, 

Or  cares  of  this  brief  world  :  encumbrances 

Were  wives  and  children — oh,  but  they  were  sweet ! 

And  He,  the  childless  God,  was  once  a  child, 

And,  not  like  Paul,  loved  children  !     All  too  few, 

Too  evil  were  the  days : — some  other  time, 

Some  other  world  perchance — about  her  feet 

Children  might  gather,  reach  with  little  hands, 

And  babble  their  caresses,  half-framed  words, 

Look  with  frank  eyes  upon  a  childless  maid — 

But  oh,  not  her  own  children,  nevermore — 

Not  now,  oh,  nevermore  her  own  ! 

Paul  said 

In  Heaven  there  was  no  wedlock  :  angels  dwell 
Loving  God  only  in  the  pure  expanse, 
c 
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With  souls  of  just  made  perfect — let  it  be ! 

Into  the  infinite  blue  the  dark  eyes  peered 
Expectant : — would  He  come  to-day — the  Christ  ? 
Descend  with  angels  and  the  trump  of  God, 
The  archangel's  voice,  and  glory,  riven  clouds, 
Far-echoing  cry,  and  take  her  to  Himself — 
Her  with  Damilla,  Paul  and  all  the  elect— 
A  multitude  past  number  ? 

The  wide  sky 
Was  silent : — in  the  Heaven  of  Heavens  no  sign. 


RUTH* 


L'ENVOI 

DEAR  child  of  travel,  born  where  Norway's  fiords 
Glass  the  down-gazing  hills  ; 
Where  once  the  air  was  loud  with  vikings'  swords, 
And  cut  with  dragons'  bills  ; 

Where  still  the  dreamy  legends  of  the  North — 

Of  Odin  and  of  Thor — 
In  cloud  or  rock  are  dimly  shadowed  forth, 

Or  dizzy  cataract's  roar  :— 

Born,  when  a  northern  August's  sun  glowed  bright 

On  lingering  winter's  snows, 
And  the  long  evenings  died  in  lilac  light 

Rippling  with  gold  and  rose  : — 

*  To  this  poem  was  awarded  the  triennial  prize  for  an  "  English  Poem 
on  a  Sacred  Subject,"  in  the  University  of  Oxford;  1893. 
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Born  in  the  North — beneath  the  Northern  Star, 

And  cradled  on  the  waves, 
Which  northward  roll  to  icy  fields  afar, 

And  moan  in  northern  caves : — 

Now  fuller  grown — what  changes  didst  thou  know ! 

Beneath  the  Southern  Cross 
Thy  modes  were  trained,  where  patient  trade-winds  blow, 

And  wings  of  albatross 

Waving  teach  rhythm  : — then  later,  when  the  whirl 

Of  rushing  cyclone  rang, 
And  made  the  pale-green  seas  with  wild  foam  curl— 

Thy  lines  rejoiced  and  sang ! 

And  later  still  in  cold  of  southern  spheres— 

Amid  the  sleet  and  hail, 
Ruth  still  went  with  me,  and  her  mother's  tears 

Wept  in  the  sad  wind's  wail. 

So  on  past  lonely  isles — past  Lewin's  strand, 

Until  in  Melbourne's  Bay 
The  flame-crowned  Dawn  uplifted  roseate  hand, 

And  lit  a  finished  lay. 

And  then,  dear  child,  thou  left'st  me — left'st  me  lone 

For  other  eyes  to  see, 
Who  will  not  know  how  strangely  thou  hast  grown, 

In  what  glad  liberty  ; — 
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But  note  thy  faults,  and  find  few  things  to  praise — 

Ah,  dear,  they're  dull  of  heart ; 
They  cannot  feel  the  glory  of  the  days, 

Whose  life  and  breath  thou  art 

To  me,  who  watched  thee  grow  and  saw  thee  rise 

Like  some  enchanted  spire — 
Wrought  of  salt  spray,  and  wrack  of  storm-swept  skies, 

And  wreathed  with  lightning's  fire ! 

MELBOURNE.     November^  1892. 
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WHO  hath  not  known,  what  time  a  summer's  night 
Falls  far  o'er  fields  asleep  'neath  glimmering  light, 
The  fragrance  of  shut  flowers  and  new-mown  hay 
Float  up  and  fill  the  chamber  where  he  lay  ? 

— So,  in  some  pause,  when  life  has  peace  from  toil, 
And  cares  are  hushed,  and  sin  forgets  to  soil, 
Sweet  as  remembered  scent,  unbidden  rise 
The  mystic  tales,  that  brightened  childhood's  eyes 
With  joy  and  awe : — once  more  we  seem  to  hear 
Lips— stilled  perchance  by  death,  yet  ever  dear- 
Recount  with  changing  tones  the  wonders  wrought 
By  God  in  olden  time, — what  battles  fought, 
What  victories  won  ; — the  heroes  raised  to  quell 
The  heathen  ; — how  the  chosen  people  fell, 
Then  turned  repenting,  and  how  God  forgives 
The  penitent !     So  long  as  memory  lives 
Such  memories  linger : — but  more  sweet  than  these 
Tales  of  God's  might  and  love — more  sure  to  please 
Our  childhood  were  those  idylls  of  the  field— 
Of  Isaac,  Jacob, — of  the  saint,  whose  shield 
And  great  reward  was  God  ; — of  him  who  walked 
With  God  as  friend,  and  was  not !     How  we  talked 
Of  all  with  childish  praise  or  blame ! — but  one 
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Passed  blameless  ever : — others  seemed  half  sun, 
Half  dim  with  shadow — thou  wert  wholly  bright, 
Ruth,  widowed  child  of  alien  Moabite ! 

Dear  lips,  that  told  the  story  long  ago, 
Forgive, — if  once  again — with  light  grown  low, 
With  tongue  less  eloquent,  and  faith  less  strong, 
I  strive  to  mould  and  fashion  into  song 
The  tale  thy  voice  made  music,  and  thy  love 
Made  tender  with  a  tenderness  above 
All  subtlest  charm  of  verse ! 

From  Bethlehem, 

Because  the  famine  left  scant  food  for  them, 
And  the  drought  held,  arid  all  was  like  to  die, 
Elimelech,  his  sons,  and  Naomi 
O'er  Jordan's  river  crossed  to  Moab's  strand — 
Exiles  from  home  upon  a  heathen  land ! 
— No  more  to  Shiloh  yearly  they  repair : 
No  more  they  hear  the  silver  trumpets'  blare ; 
No  more  the  solemn  rites  they  now  behold, 
Nor  silent  watch  the  wreaths  of  incense  rolled — 
Exiles  from  home,  from  Israel's  God  exiled, 
'Mid  those  whose  lust  had  Israel's  might  defiled, 
Where  Balak  ruled,  and  traitorous  Balaam  fell, 
By  groves  of  Chemosh,  Moab's  shame,  they  dwell. 

And  there  Elimelech  died  : — in  vain  around 
The  ripening  crops  in  Moab's  fields  abound  ; 
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Unreaped  the  plenty  of  her  smiling  plain 

By  him,  who  sought  that  longed-for  wealth  in  vain  :— 

Far  better  to  have  borne  Jehovah's  will, 

And  faithful  died  near  Bethlehem's  sunny  hill ! 

Their  father  dead,  remembering  but  its  dearth, 
The  sons  forgot  the  home  that  saw  their  birth  : 
Forgot  the  happy  maidens,  who  perchance 
In  Bethlehem's  city  still,  at  feast  or  dance, 
Thought  of  the  boys  with  whom  they  used  to  play 
'Mongst  Bethlehem's  fields  on  some  glad  festal  day ; 
And  took  from  people  banned  by  God's  decree 
Wives  who  to  Baal-Peor  bowed  the  knee. 

Ah,  gracious  God,  Thou  rul'st  to  right  man's  wrong ; 
Thou  chid'st  in  love,  and  ever  suflfer'st  long ; 
Thou  turnest  sin  by  wondrous  alchemy 
To  work  Thy  counsels  of  eternity  !— 
Who  Rahab  owned,  repentant  Mary  blessed, 
In  sinful  Moab  made  his  power  confessed— 
Upraised  one  worthy  of  the  sacred  line, 
When  Israel's  branch  proved  faithless  to  the  vine. 


Wedded — then  parted  ! — never  to  have  known 
Kiss  of  loved  infant  lips  upon  their  own ! 
O  chastening  hand  of  late-found  Israel's  God, 
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When  Ruth  and  Orpah  'neath  the  alien  sod 
Laid  Israel's  sons  beside  Elimelech  dead, 
And  wept  their  short-lived  joy — for  ever  fled  ! 

Silent  the  widow's  tears,  the  mother's  pain 
For  those  their  eyes  see  here  no  more  again  ; 
Or  a  lone  cry  in  silence, — yet  that  cry 
Echoes  far  up  the  spaces  of  the  sky 
Calling  to  God  for  comfort : — then  once  more 
Turns  in  wild  longing  to  hopes  held  of  yore 
The  broken  heart — homeward  to  childhood's  scene, 
To  childhood's  God, — and  there  its  grief  to  lean, 
Its  solace  seek,  and  find  ! — yea,  for  God  hears  ; 
He  binds  the  broken  heart ;  He  dries  the  tears  ; 
Fresh  in  the  desert  springs  of  joy  arise ; 
Founts  of  new  splendour  dawn  on  darkened  eyes ; 
The  life  that  went  so  desolate  is  filled 
With  love  new-born, — its  cry,  its  longing  stilled. 
—So  Judah's  child  of  old  turned,  childless,  lorn, 
To  the  old  faith,  the  land  where  she  was  born, 
To  all  that  knew  and  loved  long  years  ago. 

When  winter's  cold  was  over,  and  the  snow 
Faded  from  Nebo's  height, — and  far  and  near 
The  cuckoo— Egypt's  lord — was  calling  clear, 
Betokening  time  for  harvest,  Naomi, 
Widow  with  widowed  daughters,  sorrowfully 
Set  forth  to  Judah ;  for  the  daughters  fain 
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Would  go  beside  the  mother,  share  her  pain, 
And  help  her  poverty  :  but  she  besought 
Them  to  return  again—"  As  ye  have  wrought 
The  Lord  reward  you !— Wherefore  would  ye  stay 
With  me  in  Judah?— Even  if  to-day 
I  had  an  husband,  would  ye  bide  unblest 
Till  sons  of  mine  again  might  give  you  rest? 
Return,  my  daughters,  get  you  to  your  own  : 
The  Lord  requite  the  kindness  ye  have  shown  ! ' 

Moments  of  choice  there  are— fulfilled  with  fate  — 
Diverging  ways,  the  wide  and  narrow  gate,— 
Two  wills  that  strive,— two  different  claims  that  call,— 
Two  lives  that  with  the  choice  must  rise  or  fall— 
What  insight  deep,  what  subtle  sense  may  tell 
Why  one  should  wrongly  choose,  the  other  well  ? 
Free  choice— fixed  fate— yet,  when  the  crisis  came, 
Was  not  the  whole  life's  history  to  blame  ? 
Was  not  the  choice  that  wrecked  or  saved  at  one 
With  countless  smaller  choices  known  to  none- 
Scarce  to  the  chooser  ?— yet  in  silence  they 
Worked  on  the  will,  which  won— or  lost— the  day. 

Not  lesser  love,  but  lesser  selflessness 
Than  Ruth's  perchance  was  Orpah's,  when  the  stress 
Of  that  stern  choice  lay  on  her,  and  she  made 
The  great  refusal — great  as  his,  whose  shade 
Unhappy  Dante  saw  ! — Weeping  she  went, 
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Her  mother  kissed,  back,  back  to  Moab's  tent, 
And  foul,  false  gods, — and  then — we  learn  no  more ! 

Ruth's  was  the  better  choice :  the  opened  door, 
That  led  unknown  to  love  and  deathless  fame, 
In  love  she  entered  :  evermore  her  name 
Is  linked  with  Him,  Whose  Name  in  Heaven  and  Earth 
Stands  most  exalted  ! — In  the  ignoble  dearth 
Of  noble  hearts,  how  clarion-clearly  ring, 
O'er  doubt  and  pain  and  troubles  triumphing — 
Ruth's  strong  calm  words  of  troth  :  "  Intreat  me  not 
To  leave  thee,  or  return  :  for  lo,  my  lot 
Is  cast  with  thine — thy  God,  thy  people  mine : 
Nay,  naught  but  death  may  part  my  life  from  thine ! " 

O  pure  self-sacrifice !     O  patient  might 
Of  woman's  love !     How  dark  and  bleak  the  night, 
Unlit  by  you,  of  this  world's  selfishness ! 
O  friend  found  true  to  weakness  and  distress, 
True  woman's  heart ! — whether  in  humblest  homes 
Or  palace,  where  a  nation's  weeping  comes 
Hushed  in  hushed  rooms :  or,  in  pale  pain-struck  wards, 
Which  fever  haunts  ;  or,  where  the  clash  of  swords 
And  crash  of  cannon  roll  o'er  fallen  men — 
How  high,  how  rare  your  heroism  then  ! 
"  The  Lady  with  the  Lamp,"  — or  she,  who  stands 
Mute  in  her  marble  majesty,  whose  hands, 
Where  grimy  Walsall's  roadways  cheerless  wind, 
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Living  went  forth  to  soothe,  to  heal,  to  bind ! 
Who  hath  not  heard,  and  hearing  known  the  thrill 
Of  new-stirred  life  his  inmost  being  fill  ? 
Who  hath  not  felt— as  if  on  angel  wings 
Lifted  and  raised  to  higher,  nobler  things  ? — 
And,  when  shrill  storm-winds  cry  to  the  loud  sea, 
Whitening  with  foam,  where  wan  and  fitfully 
Flared  the  twin-lights,  that  told  of  Cuthbert's  death, 
Comes  not  Grace  Darling's  name  as  springtime's  breath  ? 
Still  in  close  London  alleys,  where  the  shame 
And  wreckage  of  the  world — the  sick,  the  lame, 
The  poor,  the  blind,  are  herded— some  soft  voice 
Of  tender  woman  makes  sad  hearts  rejoice ; 
Makes  sinful  men  forget  to  think  of  wrong, 
And  turns  the  sufferer's  sighing  into  song ! 

Fond  Ruth, — of  such  wert  thou  a  prototype — 
Of  them  that  nurse  the  sick,  and  pitying  wipe 
Tear-laden  eyes, — as  onward  hand  in  hand 
Through  alien  cornfields  of  the  stranger's  land 
Thou  wentest  with  thy  mother  ? 

Yea, — and  those 

In  Galilee,  who  shared  our  Saviour's  woes, 
And  gave  him  of  their  substance, — those,  who  wept 
Beneath  His  Cross,  and,  whilst  the  others  slept, 
Were  first  beside  His  tomb ! 

Yea, — and  of  all 
Who  leaving  home  and  lands  the  whole  world  call 
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Their  home,  and  man  their  brother,  for  the  sake 
Of  Him  that  died ; — of  all,  who  daily  take 
His  Cross,  and  losing  find  their  life ! 


The  crest 

Of  Bethlehem's  hill  flamed  crimson  toward  the  West, 
When  Naomi  and  Ruth,  footsore  and  late, 
Sat  resting  by  the  grey-walled  city's  gate : — 
"And  is  this  Naomi?"  the  women  cried, 
Who  knew  her  once  the  young,  light-hearted  bride. 
"  Call  me  not  Naomi,"  she  sadly  said, 
"  I  went  out  full,  but  now  my  joy  is  fled  ; 
Call  me  then  Mara — bitterly  God's  word 
Hath  gone  against  the  handmaid  of  the  Lord !" 
So  she  returned — their  long  drear  sojourn  past, 
And  saw  again  loved  Canaan's  land  at  last. 

The  joy  of  harvest,  when  the  fields  are  white — 
Glowing  in  waves  of  silvery  wind-swept  light ; 
When  the  swift  sickle  glitters  through  the  grain, 
And  the  ears  rustling  fall  like  golden  rain  ; 
When  they  who  sowed  in  tears  rejoicing  reap, 
And  sheaves  lie  shining  in  a  soft-piled  heap ; 
When  maidens  glean,  and  boys  exultant  bind, 
While  the  proud  lord  looks  on  with  gladsome  mind, 
And  lists  his  reapers  singing, — such  a  scene 
As  Homer  pictured  on  the  graven  sheen 
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Of  shield  heroic,— busier — not  less  bright 

Than  that  which  broke  on  dreaming  Anselm's  sight 

In  wild  Aosta's  vale — entranced  we  see 

Set  by  dark  tales  of  blood  and  treachery, 

Like  some  calm  piece  of  sheltered  lake  or  home 

Hung  next  rude  surge  of  war,  or  wreck-strewn  foam. 

Hast  thou  not  seen  by  night  one  tremulous  star 
Glint  through  the  gloom  alone — aloof — afar  ? 
Or,  in  a  lull  of  storm  and  thundering, 
Hast  thou  not  heard  perchance  a  linnet  sing  ?— 
So  in  those  troubled  times,  when  each  man  wrought 
As  he  deemed  right,  and  judges  ruled  and  fought, 
Seems  the  old  story  of  the  harvesting, 
Of  reapers  swart,  dusk  maidens  following, 
And  Ruth  behind  them  gleaning ! 

Blithe  and  fair 

Rose  the  blent  echoes  on  the  April  air — 
Song,  and  the  sickle's  sweep,  the  rippling  fall 
Of  ripened  ears,  when  kindly,  blessing  all 
Came  Boaz  from  the  olive-terraced  slope 
To  view  his  land's  rich  spoil.     Say, — did  some  hope 
Of  joys  unproved  and  sunlit  days  to  come, 
Of  wife  and  children  brightening  his  lone  home — 
Stir  the  whole  heart's  long  quiet  ? — Did  dim  dream 
Of  destiny  past  thought  prophetic  stream 
On  the  rapt  sight  ?     We  know  not,  yet  was  love 
Hard  by,  and  in  twin  hearts  for  mastery  strove — 
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Love  that  rules  all.    Swift  the  drooped  glance  that  shone 
'Twixt  answering  eyes,  and  sweet  to  look  upon, 
Ruth  'mid  the  golden  sheaves  with  half-shy  gaze 
Lifted  to  him,  who  gave  her  such  glad  praise 
And  gracious  greeting — "  Hath  it  not  been  shown 
How  thou  art  come  to  folk,  to  fields  unknown — 
Thy  friends  and  gods  and  fatherland  forgot — 
Forsaking  all  to  share  a  mother's  lot  ? 
Full  recompense  be  thine  from  Israel's  God, 
Under  whose  wings  thou  trustest!" 

So  she  trod 

Laden — in  joy — her  path  at  eventide, 
And  when  her  mother  saw  their  needs  supplied 
By  God's  sure  Providence,  she  questioned  where 
Ruth  gleaned  that  day,  and  how  she  came  to  fare : 
And  Ruth  replying  told  her  lord  that  day 
Was  one  named  Boaz — that  he  bade  her  stay 
Beside  his  maidens,  and  how  all  befell, 
And  how  the  gleaning  turned  for  them  so  well. 
Then  Naomi  knew  it  was  the  Lord's  good  hand 
That  blessed  her  daughter,  and  had  all  things  planned, 
For  Boaz  was  their  kinsman,  and  was  great 
In  Bethlehem,  yet  scorned  not  their  estate. 


Dear  gentle  Night,  that  bearest  all  things  sweet- 
Sleep  to  tired  eyes  and  rest  to  weary  feet ; 
That  bring'st  all  home  with  labour  satisfied — 
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Toiler  to  toiled  for — bridegroom  to  his  bride ; 
That  blind'st  Day's  garish  light,  then  spread'st  thy  pall 
Purpling,  star-spangled,  softly  over  all ; 
That  walk'st  o'er  lonely  hill  and  moonlit  sea- 
Still  watching  all  with  silent  sympathy- 
Didst  thou  not  mark  that  time  so  long  ago, 
When  'neath  the  eastern  stars,  with  footstep  slow, 
And  beating  heart — Ruth  stole  from  shade  to  shade, 
By  all  affrighted — of  herself  afraid  ? 
Didst  thou  not  wonder  what  strange  way  she  took, 
Or  didst  thou  hide  thy  stars  too  kind  to  look  ? 
— Ah,  not  in  guile,  but  pure-eyed  innocence, 
Hearkening  to  Love's  low-whispered  influence, 
And  Pity's  call, — she  sought  the  threshing-floor, 
And  laid  her  down  a  suppliant  at  Love's  door. 

Why  tell  of  that  fond  pledge  by  moonlight  given — 
With  stars  for  witness,  and  the  winds  of  heaven 
Murmuring  soft  benediction  ? — how  next  morn 
The  troth  was  kept, — and  how  to  Ruth  was  born 
Next  reaping-time  a  child  ? 

"Blessed  be  she 

Whom  Boaz  takes  to  wife !     Do  worthily 
In  Ephratah  of  Judah :  may  the  name 
Of  Ruth,  who  builds  his  house,  have  equal  fame 
With  Rachel  and  with  Leah !  "—so  they  cried 
The  elders  in  the  gate,  who  testified 
To  all  things  that  were  done. 


RUTH  33 

And—"  Blest  be  He 

Who  hath  not  caused  to  cease  for  Naomi 
A  kinsman  ;  but  hath  given  her  in  her  age 
One  to  restore  her  life — a  heritage 
In  Israel ; — yea,  she  who  loved  her  more 
Than  seven  sons,  hath  borne  him  ! " — gathering  o'er 
The  child — the  women  spake. 

From  Obed's  stem 

Sprang  David,  and  from  thee,  O  Bethlehem, 
The  Star  of  Jacob  came,  whose  goings  forth 
Have  been  from  everlasting !     South  and  North, 
And  East  and  West — still  brighter  and  more  bright 
That  Star  is  shining — finite,  infinite — 
True  God  made  man — Messiah — virgin-born — 
Light  of  this  dark  sad  world ! 

O  tired  hearts  torn 

On  life's  rough  ways !     O  baffled  hands  that  droop ! 
O  knees  that  'neath  the  heavy  burden  stoop ! 
Fresh  courage  take :  lift  up  the  wearied  hands  : 
Strengthen  the  feeble  knees !     Still  steadfast  stands 
Th'  Eternal  Pity.     Not  some  waif  of  chance, 
Tossed  on  waste  seas  of  tideless  circumstance, 
Is  this  our  "little  life":  beneath,  above, 
Are  sheltering  Arms  of  Him,  whose  Name  is  Love : 
And  though  the  night  be  long — at  last  comes  day — 
The  morning  breaks,  and  shadows  flee  away. 


DEMAS 

UKE  the  physician  unto  Demas,  peace ! 

Because  he  loves  thee  still,  whom  now  I  tend, 
Solitary  of  all  who  once  were  fain 
To  linger  on  his  words,  and  do  his  will, 
I  write :  read  thou  :— that  day  is  near  at  hand  ! 
Sometimes  by  night  he  murmurs  of  thy  name  ; 
And  in  the  dark,  when  all  is  still,  his  prayer 
Rises  articulate,  and  I  dread  to  hear ! 
For  with  the  prayer  are  sobs,  and  low,  long  cries. 
Of  late  he  speaks  but  little :  when  I  speak,  he  starts 
As  if  from  reverie — nay,  as  if  called  back 
From  the  third  heaven.     O  Demas,  hadst  thou  seen 
The  look  on  that  worn  face,  thy  heart  had  bled 
To  leave  him,  as  thou  didst,  for  this  vain  world ! 
He  wrote  it  to  his  son  in  Ephesus, 
Timotheus,  and  the  lips  quivered  with  grief, 
And  the  tears  fell—"  Demas  hath  left  me  now." 
He  spake  not  unto  me  aught  of  reproach, 
Or  scorn,  or  wonder — he  is  grown  so  calm  ! 
And  the  peace  settles  like  the  evening  light 
"  Having  loved  this  present  world."     Hardly  we  heard 
The  words :— they  were  so  soft,  so  wistfully  said. 
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The  soldiers  sleep  :  he  sleeps — I  write  alone  : 

I  hold  the  torch  so  shaded  lest  he  wake, 

And,  if  he  move,  I  quench  it.     Demas,  hear ! 

Hast  thou  found  peace  ?     It  were  indeed  most  sad, 

Most  full  of  pity  if  thou  hast  not  found ! 

"  Having  loved  this  present  world  " — that  early  love 

Thou  chang'st  for  this.     O  Demas,  hast  thou  joy  ? 

They  brought  me  yester-morn  a  poor,  strange  lad, 

And  he  was  blind,  but  once  he  said  he  saw : 

I  used  that  balm  thou  knowest  of — thrice  I  prayed 

In  the  Great  Name — and  yet  the  eyes  were  blind  ! 

Blind,  and  I  could  not  help — the  healing  art 

Availed  not,  and  my  prayer  unanswered  fell. 

Wherefore  ?     He  giveth  not  sight  to  all : 

And  some  His  judgments  blind — I  know  not  why. 

The  boy  half  chid  me  that  I  had  no  power 

To  bring  again  the  sight  of  sky  and  earth — 

Of  human  face :  and,  Demas, — art  thou  blind  ? 

He  stirred :  I  hid  the  light :  he  thought  I  slept : 

He  rose,  and  on  his  knees,  with  head  bowed  low, 

Demas,  he  prayed  for  thee  : — "  O,  give  him  light : 

Restore  him  to  Thy  joy,  Thy  peace,  Thy  love : 

Not  me  hath  he  forsaken,  but  Thy  grace : 

This  present  world  hath  drawn  him — Lord,  restore." 

And  then  he  ceased  :  I  write  :  Demas — return  : 

Forsake  him  not,  now  that  the  end  is  close ! 

We  wait  each  day  the  summons  :  he  must  die : 

And  I  alone  am  with  him  :  leave  us  not ! 
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is  the  charse  I  left?   I  did  not 

A  brother  dear  I  lent  thee  :  doth  he  live— 
The  child  I  love,  and  left  with  thee  to  keep?" 

—  And  round  the  eagle  glance  turned  swift  to  sweep 
Those  standing  by,  but  saw  not  whom  it  sought. 
Torn  with  distress,  divided  in  his  thought, 
The  Bishop  strove  to  speak  :  ah,  how  to  tell 
The  slow,  sad  steps  by  which  that  brother  fell  ; 
All  the  deep  pity,  passionate  pleading  vain- 
He  that  was  found,  brought  back,  strayed  far  again  ! 
How  could  he  tell  ?  how  would  the  bright  one  bear 
To  hear  his  eyry  rifled,  and  the  snare 
Set  by  the  fowler  round  his  eaglet  twined— 
Keen  eyes  dark  hooded  —  and  wide  wings  confined  ? 
Ah  !  better  never  known  the  high  cliff's  crest, 
The  wild  wind  singing,  and  the  glad,  warm  nest, 
Than  thus  decline  to  base  captivity- 
He  that  was  born  predestined  to  be  free  ! 
How  strong  the  earlier  flights,  what  promise  brave 
Bore  the  young  life  o'er  steep  and  perilous  wave, 
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O'er  mountain  ridge  and  precipices  vast, 

O'er  cairn  and  crag,  and  cataracts  rushing  past ! 

And  lo,  a  snare  set  open  in  the  sun 

Had  been  enough  to  lure  the  heedless  one ! 

— The  Bishop  paused,  and  then  began  his  tale, 
His  voice  half  choked  with  tears,  his  sunk  cheek  pale. 
"  He  whom  thou  leftest  is  not  with  us  now  : 
I  took  and  taught  and  signed  upon  his  brow 
The  cross  ;  but  in  his  blood  some  rude  strain  ran  : 
The  boy  grew  youth,  the  youth  became  a  man ; 
And  as  I  watched  I  saw  some  restlessness 
Pull  at  his  heart-strings.     Ever  less  and  less 
He  heeded  us — our  life  seemed  all  too  strait  ._, 

For  his  imaginings,  and  he  could  not  wait 
Till  the  fit  went ;  so  one  drear  winter's  day, 
Ere  we  were  'ware  of  it,  he  fled  away. 
Long  time  I  waited  hoping  his  return, 
Hoping  some  news,  some  message ! — dost  thou  burn 
To  learn  these  tidings  of  thy  much  loved  child  ? 
Deemest  thou  me  to  blame  ?     Perchance,  beguiled 
By  too  much  trust,  I  spake  in  tones  too  soft, 
Too  timid-shrinking ;  yet  my  children  oft 
Are  angry  if  I  seem  to  doubt  their  faith ; 
And,  as  Paul  urged,  I  taught — '  keep  faith  till  death.' 
Now  has  news  come  that  with  some  robber  band 
Somewhere  in  Taurus  he  infests  the  land, 
And  none  are  safe  who  pass  the  Roman  way, 
That  runs  through  Phrygian  Antioch,  night  or  day." 


38  S.   JOHN   AND   THE   ROBBER 

—The  quick  thin  hands  of  the  Apostle  John 
Clutched  at  his  robe  :  the  wondrous  face  waxed  wan  ; 
Those  piercing  eyes,  that  saw  the  mystic  dream 
In  Patmos,  flashed  again  with  the  fierce  gleam 
That  woke  from  thunder  in  the  fire-charged  heart 
Long  since  by  far  Samaria ;  like  a  dart 
Shot  from  the  bow,  half  anger  and  half  shame, 
In  vexed  impatience  scornful  utterance  came : 
"  O  thou,  that  couldst  not  heavenly  treasure  hold, 
How  shall  I  pardon  thee  ?     Strong,  over-bold 
Ever  was  that  same  son — he  knew  no  fear ; 
Therefore  from  Ephesus  I  sent  him  here 
For  thee  to  tend,  where  danger  is  less  rife  : 
And  thou  hast  lost — canst  thou  restore  his  life  ? 
These  limbs,  though  old,  are  not  yet  grown  so  weak 
But  they  have  power  a  wandered  child  to  seek ! 
Where'er  he  bides,  there  forthwith  will  I  go : 
My  love  for  him  to  him  will  thrill  and  flow." 


A  steep  path  cut  sheer  through  the  mountain  pine  : 
And  far  below  a  bubbling  river's  shine ; 
And  on  the  path  an  old  man— white  his  hair  :— 
Weary,  alone,  he  picked  slow  steps  with  care. 
On  one  side  towered  a  cliff,  the  other  sank 
Sloping  through  gloom  to  meet  the  river's  bank. 
Day  was  departing,  and  the  evening  lowered 
Red  with  great  clouds  above  the  west  embowered. 
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O'erhead  a  screaming  eagle  wheeled  in  flight, 
And,  fading  in  the  darkness,  passed  from  sight. 
Still  as  night  fell  the  pilgrim  steps  fared  on, 
Till  the  last  lingering  gleam  of  light  was  gone. 


A  flare  of  torches  and  a  blinding  glare 
Suddenly  flashing  on  the  midnight  air ! 
They  caught  and  bound  upon  a  charger  fleet 
The  o'ertired  hands  and  travel-wearied  feet : 
Then  to  their  forest  fastness  safely  brought 
The  pilgrim-seeker — unto  them  he  sought. 
They  cut  his  bonds  asunder,  bade  him  rest ; 
And  finding  naught  cursed  loud  their  barren  quest. 
Yet  were  they  moved  to  marvel,  when  they  heard 
No  speech  of  ransom,  of  complaint  no  word, 
While  wistfully  he  watched  them,  as  they  went — 
His  soul  all  joy  and  measureless  content. 
Their  chief  was  absent  when  at  first  he  came, 
And  so  they  kept  him,  knowing  not  his  name. 
But  when  the  chief  returned  his  scared  eyes  met 
The  Master's,  who  had  sought  and  loved  him  yet. 

— O  for  the  past  to  be  forgotten  quite ! 
O  for  the  blood-dyed  hands  to  be  washed  white ! 
To  be  a  child  again — spotless,  unstained ! — 
And  from  long-tearless  eyes  the  salt  tears  rained. 
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And  so  at  Ephesus  they  dwell  once  more :  , 
The  elder's  form  drooped  gentlier  than  of  yore, 
The  furrowed  face  lined  deeper : — very  still 
The  glory  and  the  peace  settling  to  fill 
His  life,  and  play  round  quiet  lips  and  eyes. 
About  him  the  great  city  populous  lies  : 
Beneath  Coressus  the  broad  theatre's  zone 
Lifts  tier  on  tier  of  white  square-graven  stone. 
Devious  Cayster  winds  dark,  sluggish  waves, 
By  tamarisks  fringed,  and  Prion's  dripping  caves  ; 
The  myriad-columned  temple  shining  stands 
Rich  in  fair  pagan  spoil  of  countless  lands : 
Ships  from  afar  undo  their  costly  bales 
Upon  the  quays,  and  spread  wide  lustrous  sails — 
Some  to  Tartessus  or  the  Colchian  Seas, 
To  Syrian  Tyre  or  Scythian  Chersonese, 
To  Rome,  Philippi,  or  black-sanded  Nile, 
Carthage  or  Corinth  or  Aegean  isle. 
He  hears  from  all,  but  most  he  loves  to  hear 
How  they  are  faring,  whom  he  holds  most  dear- 
Each  little  band  of  Christians,  placed  amid 
Indifferent  heathen — light  not  easily  hid. 
Now  steadfast,  patient,  ever  by  his  side, 
Tending  each  want,  who  once  the  faith  denied— 
The  robber  chief — the  wandered  one  brought  home. 
Yet  still  the  old  man's  thought  would  backward  roam 
To  the  far  faces  and  the  distant  days, 
To  James  and  Peter, — Him  no  time  could  raze 
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From  memory,  on  whose  breast  his  head  had  leant ! 
Long  years  since  Peter  died,  and  James  was  sent 
To  the  sword-summons — "  What  is  that  to  thee, 
If,  till  I  come,  he  tarry? — follow  thou  Me." 
Alone,  white-haired,  he  tarried — of  all  those 
Who  followed  : — now  at  last  the  end  was  close. 

— O  strange,  great  years  he  saw,  when  rushing  wind 
Of  God  swept  through  the  world,  the  wheat  to  find, 
The  chaff  to  scatter — winnowing,  searching  all : 
When  persecution  rent  and  madness  raved, 
To  pluck  the  remnant  of  the  hardly  saved ; 
When  scourge  or  stone  or  cross  or  fire  or  sword 
Waited  disciples  of  the  lowly  Lord  : 
When  the  great  Rock  was  set,  on  some  to  fall, 
For  some  foundation  sure : — when  wild  blasts  cried 
About  the  House,  which  stood  and  storm  defied ! 
"If  till  I  come  he  tarry — what  to  thee 
Is  that,  so  'tis  My  will  ?— follow  thou  Me." 


And  now  the  end  : — silent  they  watched  around  ; 
The  soft  wind  whispered  :  in  the  room  no  sound 
Save  the  faint  breathing,  and  some  broken  sigh : — 
Did  not  the  Master  say  he  should  not  die  ? 
"  Until  I  come ! "     The  evening  glimmered  wide, 
Lit  the  vast  sea,  and  shed  on  mountain-side 
Gold — multitudinous,  bright ;  blue  amethyst 
Westward  commingled  with  dim  crimson  mist : 
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And  down  far  glistering  path  of  ruby  blaze 
An  iridescent  splendour  cleft  the  haze. 
Then  in  a  moment  cloud-forms  upward  rolled, 
Caught  the  red  glory  of  the  sunset  gold  ; 
And  angel  presences  seemed  waving  there, 
Crystalline  censers,  rainbow-ringed,  of  prayer. 
Pale  on  white  horses  'mid  the  sapphire  rode, 
Or  seemed  to  ride,  long-perished  saints  of  God, 
Palms  in  their  hands,  and  on  each  brow  a  name 
That  none  may  know — written  in  scroll  of  flame. 
And  then  was  thunder,  and  a  voice,  like  flow 
Of  many  waters,  where  deep  fountains  go: — 
Men  heard  the  voice,  but  not  what  words  it  said  ; 
And,  when  they  looked,  lo,  he  they  loved  was  dead. 


THE   GOOD   SHEPHERD    IN 
NORWAY 


FAR  on  Norwegian  hills,  where  rivers  roar 
And  thunder  in  cascades, 
I  marked  a  shepherd  go  his  sheep  before 
Up  glimmering  rock-strewn  glades. 

And  ever  as  he  went  he  loudly  cried 

To  beckon  those  who  stopt, 
Or  heedless  strayed  upon  the  mountain-side 

And  meagre  pasture  cropt. 

The  cry  across  a  lonely  hidden  lake 

Came  echoing  clear  and  shrill 
To  where  I  stood,  and  watched  white  fleeces  make 

Flakes  on  a  snow-crowned  hill. 

About  the  ways  were  darkening,  and  the  night 

Fell  thick  with  shades  of  fear ; 
Tall  rushes  shivered  in  the  fading  light — 

No  home  of  man  was  near. 
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II 

Far  from  the  barren  North  swift-winged  thought 

Flew  southward  to  the  land, 
Where  the  good  Shepherd  stood  of  old  and  taught 

Hard  by  Gennesaret's  strand— 

The  fisher's  boat  thrust  out  a  little  space 

To  shun  the  eager  throng ; 
The  sunlight  playing  on  each  swarthy  face ; 

The  wavelets'  undersong  :— 

And  there  apart,  alone— the  Saviour's  form, 

Commanding,  patient,  kind ; 
The  voice  now  stern,  as  when  it  stilled  the  storm, 

Now  soft  like  summer's  wind. 

Ah,  happy  they  who  thronged  and  heard  that  day— 

Thrice  happy  eyes  to  look  ! 
Yet  some  who  heard  forgetful  turned  away, 

And  some  who  saw  forsook. 


Ill 

From  the  blue  lake  I  passed  to  busy  street— 

Again  the  Shepherd  there 
'Mid  those  who  loved  in  market-place  to  greet, 

And  for  pretence  made  prayer. 
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I  threaded  groups  of  idle  lookers-on — 

Greek,  Sadducee,  Essene — 
To  where  the  very  Godhead's  glory  shone 

Veiled  in  a  human  mien. 

And  calm  and  crystal-clear  as  fountains  dropt 

Through  some  high  mountain  dell, 
His  words  on  ears,  which  stubborn  pride  had  stopt, 

In  gentlest  accents  fell. 

"  I  am  that  Shepherd  good  :  My  sheep  I  know  ; 

They  know  Me  and  I  guide ; 
I  lead  them  where  the  verdant  pastures  grow, 

And  the  still  waters  glide." 


IV 

"  O  Shepherd,  look,  upon  a  thousand  hills 

Thy  sheep  are  wandering  wide ; 
And  some  the  wolf,  and  some  the  robber  kills, 

And  some  have  fallen  and  died. 

"  O  Shepherd,  nights  are  dark  and  crags  are  steep, 
And  far  off  seems  the  day 

To  lambs,  who  through  the  mists  bewildered  creep- 
Lost  on  a  perilous  way. 
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"O  Shepherd,  help — for  Thou  canst  help,  canst  hear; 

Make  speed  to  save,  to  bless  : 
Save,  lest  we  perish  'mid  the  mountain  drear, 

Or  the  bleak  wilderness." 

So  prayed  I  through  the  gloom  as  home  I  went 

In  the  far  northern  wild, 
And  to  my  prayer  a  gracious  word  seemed  sent— 

A  star  arose  and  smiled. 


A   PROCESSION   AT   INTRA 


"  \  T  7"  ASH  us,  O  Lord,  in  the  deep  fountain  falling, 

•  *      Drop  after  drop  from  Thy  spear-wounded  side; 
Hark  to  the  cry  of  us  stricken  ones  calling : — 
Low  in  the  dust  lies  the  crest  of  our  pride ! 

"  See !  we  lift  up  to  Thee  hands  dark  and  gory, 
Dipt  in  the  blood  of  the  souls  we  have  slain  ; 

Eyes  we  upraise  to  Thee  learned  in  sin's  story, 
Bodies  we  bow  that  in  sin's  filth  have  lain. 

"  Lord,  Thou  hast  poured  on  us  grace  running  over ; 

Seed  hast  Thou  lavished  and  watered  and  sown ; 
Pleaded,  entreated,  pressed  close  as  a  lover : — 

We  Thy  will  slighted  and  loved  but  our  own  ! 

"  See,  Lord,  we  come  to  Thee — weary  and  wounded, 
Wasted  and  worn  in  the  battles  we've  lost ; 

All  that  sin  offers  in  sin  have  we  sounded — 

Depths  of  black  shame  'neath  torn  seas  tempest-tossed. 
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"  Yea,  but  Thou  hearest  us :  still  Thou  canst  love  us, 
Though  we  have  bound  Thee  and  nailed  to  the  Tree:— 

Doth  not  the  beacon  of  Love  shine  above  us  ? 
Lean  not  our  breaking  hearts  weary  on  Thee  ?  " 

The  Cross  goes  before :  in  the  midst  is  the  Symbol- 
Mystical,  wonderful,  mighty,  adored  !— 

They  wind  through  the  streets,  as  the  hosts  with  the 

timbrel 
That  followed  all  singing  the  Ark  of  the  Lord  : 

Chasubles,  albs,  copes,  tall  candles  gleaming, 
Crimson  and  white  and  faint  sparkles  of  fire ; 

Faces  that  lower  'neath  the  banners  far  streaming, 
Dark  with  repentance  and  dim  with  desire  :— 

On  they  go — onwards,  still  chanting  and  turning, 
Up  the  strait  street  to  the  Church  at  the  end : 

Overhead  stretches  the  cloudless  sky  burning, 

Under — rough  stones  on  which  rhythmic  feet  wend  ! 

Onwards  and  upwards,  for  ever  and  ever  ; — 

Men  suffer  and  sin — they  repent  and  they  pray, 

Stumble  and  rise  with  undaunted  endeavour, 
Fall  by  the  road-side — revive  by  the  way. 

Prosper  the  march  then ! — Uplift  the  song  going, 
Trembling  on  high  to  the  steps  of  the  Throne  :— 

Sorrow  and  sin  are  destroyed  in  the  flowing 

Glad  stream  where  He  that  was  slain  reigns  alone. 


A  PRAYER 

IVE  me,  O  Lord,  a  spirit  valiant  and  wise, 
Fearing  not  day,  because  without  disguise  ; — 
Glad,  undismayed,  calm,  gracious,  dreading  naught 
Save  Thee  and  evil ; — to  o'erflowing  fraught 
With  joy : — for  are  not  all  Thy  pathways  fair 
On  sea  and  stream  and  field,  in  evening  air 
And  sunrising  ?     Thy  sandals  are  the  light 
That  rims  the  long,  low  West ;  and  Thou  art  bright 
Where  the  dawn  wakens  : — in  the  twilight  green 
Faint  glimmers  of  Thy  Emerald  Throne  are  seen. 
Ere  night  come  down  to  quench  the  golden  haze, 
Topaz,  and  jacinth,  ruby  flash  Thy  praise. 
Thy  garments  are  the  clouds  that  veil  the  sky, 
And  where  the  lightnings  leap,  Thou  standest  by. 
'Mid  the  great  waters  with  the  flying  fowl, 
Thou  walkest ;  and  when  winter's  storm-blasts  howl 
In  central  calm  Thy  smile  is  summer  still. 
Unfilled  Thyself  Thou  with  Thyself  dost  fill 
The  world, — the  circling  fires  that  trail, 
Turn  and  return,  and  through  the  midnight  sail : 
In  all  their  myriad  glow  Thou  shin'st  serene, 
And,  where  they  lave  their  splendours,  Thou  hast  been. 
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"THERE   REMAINETH   A   REST." 


WHEN  heat  and  burden  of  the  day  are  over, 
Oh,  will  it  not  be  sweet  to  lay  us  down 
Like  some  tired  reaper  in  the  cool  fresh  clover- 
Sleep  and  forget  the  fever  and  the  frown  ? 

Cool  will  it  be,  ah,  cool  and  very  quiet 

There  where  we  lie  the  days  and  long  nights  through 
We  shall  not  hear  the  rain  or  wind's  wild  riot ; 

We  shall  not  feel  the  frost  or  sun  or  dew. 

All  we  have  failed  in — all  we  have  endeavoured — 

Oh,  will  it  not  be  sweet  to  let  it  fall, 
Leave  it  behind  us  as  a  link  dissevered, 

While  we  are  bound  unto  the  All  in  All  ? 

Past  grief  forgotten — every  sin  forgiven— 
Errors,  mistakes— ah  me,  how  manifold  ! 

Then  though  with  faces  cold,  upturned  to  heaven, 
Surely  not  then  shall  these  sad  hearts  be  cold  !— 
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"THERE   REMAINETH   A   REST"  5: 

Nay,  not  cold  then,  though  now  so  chill  and  lonely ; 

Nay,  not  sad  then,  though  broken  now  and  crushed  : 
Though  now  they  throb  with  pain  and  anguish  only, 

They  shall  at  last  be  purified  and  hushed. — 

Shall  they  not  rest  upon  the  Saviour's  bosom, 

Even  as  that  beloved  one  of  old  ? 
He  will  not  scorn  the  tree's  poor,  blighted  blossom ; 

He  will  not  shut  the  strayed  one  from  the  fold. 


THEY   HAVE   WASHED   THEIR 
ROBES " 

THE  glory  at  evening  that  brightens, 
Then  dies  in  the  West, 
Each  dayspring  rekindles  and  lightens 
To  crown  the  Dawn's  crest : 

The  stars,  which  the  sun  with  his  flaming 

Reburies  in  day, 
Flash  out  in  their  numbers  past  naming 

When  his  beams  fade  away : 

The  spring  flowers  arise  at  the  flushing 

Of  sunshine  and  rain  ; 
The  roses  blow  fresh  with  the  blushing 

Of  summer  again : 

But  our  dead,  whom  we  sow  in  the  furrows 

Of  field  or  of  wave, 
Shall  reclothe  them  no  more  in  their  sorrows — 

They  rest  in  the  grave. 
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No  more  shall  they  see  as  we  see  it, 

This  land  of  their  birth ; 
With  glad  eyes  reawakened  albeit 

The  new  Heaven,  the  new  Earth ! 

No  more  in  the  weeds  of  their  weakness, 

Soiled  robes  of  their  wrong, 
Shall  they  walk,  but  in  splendour  of  meekness, 

Of  weakness  made  strong. 


-JERUSALEM  WHICH  IS  ABOVE' 

ONEW  and  shining  land 
Beyond  the  violet  skies, 
Beyond  the  music  of  the  sunset  strand, 
To  thee  I  lift  my  eyes ! 

O  lustrous  land  of  calm, 

Red  gold  and  jewelled  rays, 
With  pearl-like  gates  green-crowned  by 
shadowy  palm, 

And  barred  with  rubies'  blaze ! 

O  crystal  land  and  large, 

With  leaves  of  healing  trees, 
All  clustered  by  the  river's  brimming  marge — 

How  blest  is  he  who  sees ! 

Not  yet,  not  yet — who  strive, 

Who  tread  the  dragon  down, 
Who  faint,  still  following,  save  their  souls 

alive — 

For  them—for  them  the  crown  ! 
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ALL  THINGS   NEW" 


THEY  shall  not  speak  in  our  dull  language — no! 
Their  opened  lips  shall  sing 
Such  music  as  vibrates  in  sunset's  glow 
Or  the  dawn's  deepening — 

When  fugues  of  glory  through  the  clouds  are  hurled 

From  gleaming  tower  to  tower, 
And  crimson  dominants  smite  the  answering  world, 

And  the  soul  thrills  with  power. 

How  should  they  tell  the  rapture  of  delight — 
Their  prisoned  hearts  now  free — 

When  God's  Great  Vision  breaks  upon  their  sight, 
And  face  to  face  they  see  ? 

How  should  they  tell  it  in  our  speech  of  earth — 
Cramped  utterance  that  they  knew, 

And  toilsome  learned  in  this  their  field  of  birth — 
These  evil  days  and  few  ? 
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Our  words  too  poor,  too  weak,  would  faltering  fail- 
So  weak,  so  marred  with  sin — 

They  could  not  hold  that  gladness  without  pale — 
Those  depths  of  joy  within  ! 

Even  here  the  spirit  craved  an  ampler  speech, — 

Its  fences  all  too  Strait, 
Groped  'mid  Life's  chords  some  loftier  strain  to  reach, 

And  fainted  at  Heaven's  gate. 

But  then — oh,  then — earth's  tangled  leashes  down, 

Beyond  this  numbing  cold, 
God  will  unloose  a  language  like  a  crown, 

An  utterance  all  of  gold ! 

The  stammering  lips  shall  speak,  shall  sing  aloud, 

As  when  the  morning  stars 
Shouted  together  in  a  glittering  crowd 

Above  Dawn's  radiant  bars ! 


A  WEDDING   HYMN 

He  hath  put  a  new  song  in  my  mouth  ;  even  a  thanksgiving  unto 
our  God." — Psalm  xl.«3. 

OLOVE  that  lit  with  glory 
Fair  Eden  long  ago ; 
O  Love,  the  star  and  story 

Of  life  above,  below, 
Thy  light — it  sprang  from  Heaven, 

It  flashed  in  fulness  down 
God-born,  God-blessed,  God-given, 
Of  all  God's  gifts  the  Crown ! 

Far  back  beyond  Time's  ages 

The  Father  loved  the  Son ; 
In  love — to  pay  Sin's  wages, 

To  succour  man  undone, 
The  Word  took  flesh  of  woman, 

He  lived  and  loved  and  died — 
His  love  divinely  human 

Our  love  hath  sanctified  : 
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For  now  a  Heavenly  Lover 

Christ  loves  the  Church  His  Bride, 
And  evermore  above  her 

His  banner  streameth  wide  ; 
To  guide,  to  guard,  to  cherish 

He  sends  His  Holy  Dove  :— 
Though  all  else  change  or  perish, 

Unchanged  abideth  Love ! 

And  so  again  repeated 

In  mystic  rite  of  earth, 
The  tale  of  love  completed 

Once  more  renews  its  birth  : 
As  when  to  Cana's  daughters 

The  Master  gave  the  sign, 
Once  more  Life's  languid  waters 

Are  turned  to  glowing  wine. 

His  Flesh,  His  Blood  Christ  taketh, 

"  Eat,  drink,  receive  ye  Me ! " 
He  speaks,  and  lo,  He  maketh 

Us  one  with  Him  to  be : 
Two  lives  He  joins  in  union, 

To  form  one  flesh,  one  heart — 
O  strange  and  glad  communion, 

Which  man  may  never  part ! 


A  WEDDING   HYMN  59 

For  richer  or  for  poorer, 

In  sickness  and  in  health, 
With  love  still  stronger,  surer, 

We  crave  no  sweeter  wealth  ; 
But  this  we  crave,  dear  Master, 

That  Thou  wilt  by  us  stay, 
And  bind  us  to  Thee  faster 

In  cords  of  love  alway ! 


PART    II 


A   FAREWELL   IN   SPRING 


THE  crocus  and  the  spring  are  here, 
Fair  waters'  flow ; 

The  summer  and  the  rose  are  near ; 
But  I— I  go. 


And  where,  alas,  what  work  to  do, 

What  fields  to  plough, 
What  hearts  to  heal,  what  hopes  renew, 

I  know  not  now ; — 

But  this  I  know — where'er  my  feet 

Shall  stop  or  stray, 
No  place  to  me  shall  seem  so  sweet 

As  this — this  day. 

The  walls  of  grey,  the  plots  of  green, 

The  slow-chimed  hours, 
The  sheltered  walks,  the  waters'  sheen, 

The  spires  and  towers — 
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Where  else  shall  I  find  these  so  fair, 

So  fair,  so  dear, 
So  rich  in  memories  dim  and  rare — 

Where  else  but  here  ? 

Farewell — I  go  :  not  free  from  pain 

My  thoughts  shall  be, 
When,  Oxford,  or  in  shine  or  rain 

I  think  of  thee  !— 

Not  free  from  pain — from  thanks  not  free 

For  words  too  deep — 
Thanks  and  strong  love  that  still  shall  be 

When  all  else  sleep. 


SPRING   IN    KENT 


HAVEN  of  calm  content- 
Orchards  and  lane, 
Where  over  blossom  blent 
Spring  comes  to  reign  : 

Cherry,  of  dappled  snow, 
Clustering  like  clouds — 

Apple-blooms  to  and  fro 
Dancing  in  crowds ! 

'Mid  the  wood  bluebells  shine — 

Sky  strayed  to  earth — 
Through  the  dark  fronds  and  pine 

Tinkling  with  mirth : 

Arches  of  shadowy  beech, 

Grey  lit  with  green  : — 
Red  wall  of  flowering  peach, 

Chestnuts  between : 
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How  ye  all  teach  us  clear 
Hope  and  content : 

Spring  is  come— God  is  here 
Joy  hath  He  sent ! 

Sorrow,  go !     Cares,  away ! 
Break  forth  and  sing  : 

Let  us  be  glad  to-day- 
Welcome  the  spring ! 


A    SUMMER    DAWN    IN    LONDON 


DAWN  on  the  dreadful  city  ! — 
And  waking  thus  I  feel 
The  far  white  wonder  gradually  steal 
O'er  dome  and  tower  and  spire  with  lingering  pity. 

Rose  in  the  dim  grey  sky — 

Last  eve  all  flame  and  gold  ! 

Once  more  cloud-pinions  East  and  West  unfold 
Above  the  streets  that  in  strange  quiet  lie. 

Their  sin  is  all  asleep  : — 

One  moment  all  at  rest : 

One  moment  men  forget  their  haggard  quest — 
Too  like  the  hush  of  death  this  silence  deep ! 

Nay,  after  night  the  morn  ! 

Sunset  and  sunrise  meet ; 

And  Hope  puts  forth  a  hand  Despair  to  greet;— 
And  lo,  for  all  another  day  is  born. 


SHANKLIN   BY   NIGHT 


THE  patient  refluence  of  the  tide 
Creeps  down  the  grey-pooled  shore ; 
One  star  steals  out ;  the  slow  waves  glide 
With  low  monotonous  roar. 

Vein-branching  flakes  of  clustered  foam 
'Gainst  ebon  sheen  flash  white  ; 

And  mingled  with  the  wide  sky's  dome 
The  vast  sea  fades  in  night. 

Ships  outward  go  the  ocean  way- 
Vanish,  and  leave  no  track, 

No  trace  to  find  at  break  of  day 
Of  friends  they  bring  not  back. 

And  some  pass  inward — peril  o'er  ;— 
They  mark  the  lights  of  land 

Shot  through  the  gloom  from  either  shore, 
And  hand  clasps  tight  on  hand. 
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They  went  forth  young — that  age-worn  pair, — 
Their  hearts  with  hope  beat  high  ; 

Together,  bowed  with  toil  and  care, 
They  come  back  now — to  die. 

And  those  bright  eyes  that  sparkle  so 

To  see  their  grandsires'  home, 
Were  born  beneath  the  tropic  glow 

In  isles  by  palm-fringed  foam. 

O  tide  of  life,  that  ebbs  and  flows  ! 
O  souls,  that  pass  by  night ! 

O  longed-for  land  no  beacon  shows- 
Dear  land— all  hid  from  sight ! 


STORM    IN   AUTUMN 


WAKE,  wake,  O  autumn  wind  of  wandering  glory  ; 
Touch  with  chill  lips  the  tremulous  leaves  to  red ; 
Flushed  with  wild  triumph  tread  the  black  seas  hoary ; 
Chant  thy  loud  requiem  o'er  the  engulfed  dead ! 

Spirit  of  storm,  wrap  the  keen  stars  with  flying 

Draperies  of  moon-blanched,  silver-streaming  cloud  ; 

Fill  the  wide  air :  lift  up  thy  voice  in  crying  ; 

Weave  of  white  foam  one  vast  un  pi  tying  shroud ! 

Summer  is  gone,  the  gold  of  harvest  ended— 
Gone  to  the  treasury  of  all  fair  things  stored  ; 

Gone  the  glad  sounds,  still  eves,  and  odours  blended — 
Idlesse,  love,  dreams,  in  changing  sweet  accord. 

All  these  are  gone,  and  through  the  darkness  falling 
Comes  the  pulsation  of  a  sterner  note — 

Hark,  through  the  wind  some  doom  resistless  calling ; 
O'er  the  tossed  leaves  dread  phantom  voices  float ! 
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What  do  they  cry  ?  ah,  hearken  ! — "  All  things  perish, 

Die  like  a  dream  at  the  awaking  day — 
Fade  like  the  grass — hopes,  loves,  and  lives  we  cherish — 

All  things  save  God — all  fade  and  pass  away." 

What,  if  all  perish  ? — Yet  one  rush  of  gladness, 
One  mighty  sweep  of  yon  tempestuous  sea 

Outweighs  long  years  of  weakly-pining  sadness — 
Oh,  to  live  once  ! — and  then  the  night  for  me ! 

Wind  of  the  forest,  take  me  to  your  bosom ! 

Storm  of  the  sea,  oh,  let  me  share  your  quest ! 
Better  your  strength  than  fragile  summer's  blossom ; 

Better  than  calm  the  joy  of  your  unrest. 


NOVEMBER 


ARPET  of  gold  is  strewn  on  woodland  ways  ; 

Each  desolate  tree 
Hangs  its  rent  banners  with  red  flame  ablaze 

O'er  lawn  and  lea ; 
And  through  the  silence  of  the  dreamful  haze 

Murmurs  the  sea. 

A  leaf  drops  down  with  rustle  of  circling  flight : 

A  blackbird's  call 
Startles  the  forest's  calm  with  shrill  delight ; 

And  through  the  tall, 
Gaunt,  silvery  stems  glitters  a  line  of  white, 

Where  the  waves  fall. 

On  level  sands  mournful  the  curlews  cry- 
Lost  in  the  grey 

Dim  mists,  that  veil  with  damp  the  far-hid  sky, 
The  curtained  bay ; 

And  make  a  gloom  unpierced  of  the  sun's  eye— 
Nor  night  nor  day. 
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A   TRUE   STORY 

FAR  in  mid  sea,  where  green-lit  waves  go  dancing 
On  ocean  wild  and  rough, 

They  saw  above  the  foam  a  dark  head  glancing 
And  tumbling  in  the  trough — 

Darkly  alone,  sole  speck  on  billows  lonely ; 

In  sight  no  sail,  no  form  ; 
No  trace  of  spar,  or  wreck,  or  man,  but  only 

Left  from  the  late-spent  storm 

This  one  deep  touch  of  black ! — All  eyes  went  straining 

O'er  the  wide,  cruel  sea 
To  note  what  wonder  of  the  storm's  remaining 

Told  some  dread  tragedy. 

Nearer  they  drew,  and  lo !  they  watch  awe-stricken, 

Breasting  with  quenchless  hope 
And  quivering  limbs,  that  down  the  waves'  fall  quicken, 

And  with  the  waves'  rise  cope, 
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A  small  retriever — live,  though  all  had  perished 

Who  knew  and  called  and  fed- 
Token,  they  deemed,  of  souls  once  loved  and  cherished, 

Now  resting  with  the  dead. 

They  lower  a  boat,  and  lift  from  out  the  surging 

The  brave,  undaunted  life  ; 
And  brought  it  food  and  warmth,  in  pity  urging, 

And  tender,  emulous  strife. 

Strangely  from  face  to  face  dim,  tired  eyes  turning, 

The  dog  gazed  wistful  round  ; 
But  missed  the  eyes  for  which  its  eyes  were  yearning, 

The  hands  it  nowhere  found  : — 

Too  proud  to  live,  when  all  were  gone  who  loved  it, 
The  proffered  food  denied, 

Nor  kindling  warmth  nor  kind  caresses  moved  it- 
It  gently  lay  and  died. 


THE   TROOPSHIP   HOME 


OTHE  pleasant  fields  of  England, 
How  fair  and  green  they  lie, 
With  the  grey  clouds  drooping  o'er  them, 

And  the  white  cliffs  watching  by ; 
With  the  sunshine  and  the  storm-shine, 

And  the  breaking  of  the  waves, 
Making  music,  making  gladness 
In  the  coolness  of  the  caves ! 


How  fresh  the  wind  comes  blowing 

From  the  spring  flowers  of  the  land, 
As  they  waft  a  breath  of  greeting 

To  the  troopship,  where  we  stand ! 
We  have  carried  England's  colours 

Through  the  burning  Afric  glare ; 
We  have  fought  for  England's  glory 

In  the  thirsty,  breathless  air : 
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In  the  day  the  drought  consumed  us ; 

Sleep  departed  from  our  eyes 
As  we  wearied,  pale  and  restless, 

For  the  tropic  sun  to  rise.— 
Lo,  we  come  back  tired  and  broken, 

But  we  reck  not  of  it  now 
With  the  wind  of  England  blowing, 

And  her  blessing  on  our  brow ! 


CARACTACUS 

A   POEM 

"  Ah,  but  a  man's  reach  should  exceed  his  grasp, 
Or  what's  a  heaven  for  ?  " 

ROBERT  BROWNING,  Andrea  del  Sarto. 

fevered  pulse  throbs  faint ;  the  city's  life 
Ebbs  with  the  night,  and  all  is  still  once  more. 
Far,  far  above,  the  wild-eyed  stars  gaze  down — 
So  wild,  so  far ! — The  moon  sails  softly  on, 
Pouring  o'er  hill  and  vale  her  tender  light, 
O'er  city  and  o'er  sea.     Methinks  that  now 
In  that  far  Cambrian  vale  where  I  was  born, 
And  knew  each  flower  and  tree,  my  cottage  home 
Is  bathed  in  splendour,  and  the  woods  all  wild 
With  waving  glories  :  'mid  them  silently 
The  stream,  as  the  moon's  path  across  the  waves, 
Flows  molten  silver.     Dim  and  far  away, 
Lost  'mid  the  shadowy  vistas  of  the  past, 
Thou  gleamest  on  my  soul,  O  long  left  home ! 
And  now  my  heart  goes  to  thee,  as  of  yore 
It  drove  me  from  thee,  following  that  wild  quest 
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Of  glory,  all  inglorious  ;  as  perchance 

A  ship  may  follow  some  false  beacon  light, 

And  following  find  her  doom.— Yet  was  the  light, 

The  light  that  lured  me  onward,  was  it  false  ? 

Was  it  mere  glory  ?     Nay  'twere  meet  indeed, 

An  that  did  perish  as  yon  meteor  bright, 

Fleeting  as  flashing,  in  the  night's  abyss  ;— 

No  helmsman  steers  by  such,  nor  ever  I ! 

Nay,  it  was  love  of  right  and  hate  of  wrong, 

Undying,  unsubdued,  unterrified 

By  fraud  or  force,  that  kindling  sparkwise  burst 

In  fire  of  rushing  action  tempest-fanned.— 

They  came  and   spoiled  our  land  whose  lands  were 

broad, 

Lust  in  their  eyes  and  ruin  in  their  train, 
The  sword  their  guerdon  and  their  hate  the  flame, 
Reddening  the  sun  with  smoke,  the  earth  with  blood. 
They  burst  upon  us  as  some  thunder-cloud 
Breaks  from  the  brow  of  Snowdon,  hurtling  down, 
'Mid  the  glad  valleys,  scattering  bane  and  ban. 
Our  sons  they  made  their  slaves  ;  our  sires  with  chains 
Were  laden  captives.     All  the  land  was  full 
Of  wrongs  that  made  the  pale  stars  blush  with  shame. 
The  shrieks  of  maidens  rang  around  my  head  ; 
The  sobs  of  orphans  echoed  in  my  ears : 
The  curse  of  fathers  burnt  into  my  soul ; 
The  wail  of  widows  haunted  e'en  my  dreams  ! — 
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Yea,  all  the  air  was  dark  with  speechless  crimes, 
And  all  the  heaven  was  sick  with  deeds  of  blood, 
And  ever  grew  the  wrong  that  craved  for  right ; 
Till  fashioning  itself  in  one  great  agony 
Of  sorrow,  as  a  sword,  it  cleft  my  soul : 
"  Caractacus,  arise ;  thine  hour  is  come." — 
And  I  arose,  and  rising,  met  my  doom. 

The  fire  is  quenched  :  all  dark  the  light,  my  sun, 
And  I  left  wandering  o'er  the  moaning  deep, 
Guideless  and  helmless,  and  the  sun  gone  down ! — 
Ah,  still  methought  adown  its  glistening  path 
Still  following  to  reach  the  gates  of  gold — 
Clad  in  a  robe  of  glory,  crowned  with  joy, 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  a  great  people's  love, 
Till  lost,  transfigured  in  that  radiance  deep, 
A  god  amid  the  gods,  I  touched  my  goal ! 
No  sun  that  sun  of  mine,  a  glow-worm  bright, 
Beckoning  and  bickering  'mid  the  glimmering  gloom, 
A  light  that  as  I  followed  ever  fled, 
And  ever  seeming,  was  not,  till  I  fell 
In  the  blank  slough  of  bleak  ingratitude ! 
Yea,  them  I  loved  and  strove  for,  agonised, 
Yearning  to  burst  their  bonds  and  set  them  free, 
They,  even  they,  in  their  blind,  darkened  souls 
And  sloth  of  swinish  ease,  full  meet  for  slaves, 
Struck  down  their  champion  and  clenched  tight  their 
bonds. 
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Their  sin  be  on  their  heads ! — yet — rather  on  mine- 
Hath  Fortune  hurled  it,  rolling  a  dark  curse 
O'er  my  life's  sea,  and  marring  all  its  light : 
And  I  all  hopeless,  helmless,  what  for  me 
Hath  Fate  still  weaving  in  her  viewless  weft  ? — 
Death  ?     Would  it  were  !     To  die  were  gain  indeed  ; 
To  cast  aside  this  carcase  worn  with  toil, 
And  care,  and  sorrow,  once  again  to  strike. 
In  mortal  bonds  this  spirit  craftsmanlike, 
Tempering  its  might  to  some  more  perfect  end 
Of  suffering  or  of  action,  or  perchance 
Of  love,  transfused  in  maiden  face  divine, 
Guileless  and  guiltless — ah !  'twere  gain  indeed  ! 
Not  mine  that  gain ;  the  captive's  lot  is  mine- 
Long  weary  years  of  blank  captivity : 
Day  after  day,  year  after  year  the  same, 
Stretching  in  front,  behind,  around  the  same 
Drear,  barren  waste  of  utter  hopelessness ! 
My  mind  shrinks  weary  from  the  thought.     Indeed, 
Methinks  its  edge  is  somewhat  blunted  now, 
And  fails  to  grasp  it  all — "  The  captive's  lot — 
The  captive's  lot  is  mine  !  "     Re-echoing  still, 
And  numbing  all  my  soul  with  sense  of  pain  :— 
Captive — in  bonds — to  do  a  tyrant's  will, 
Submissive — for  his  friends  make  holiday— 
Myself  a  show  !     O,  what  a  life  were  that ! 
Tis  past  all  thought,  all  durance — I,  the  free, 
The  brave,  wild,  reckless  leader,  I  be  slave 
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And  captive— cringe  about  a  tyrant's  feet, 

Whining  and  fawning  to  his  tyrant  will : 

I  that  were  meeter  friend,  shall  I  be  slave  ? 

It  cannot,  must  not  be.     The  glittering  stars 

Will  stay  their  intricate  dance  i'  the  depths  o'  the  sky, 

And  mock  me  in  their  freedom  ;  every  blast 

O'  the  roaring  wind  will  lash  my  cheek  in  scorn, 

And  I,  the  prince-slave,  all  abashed  am  I, 

Plunged  in  the  whirling  depths  of  burning  shame ! 

Give  me  my  legions ;  let  me  hear  once  more 
The  clang  and  crash  of  battle ;  let  me  feel 
The  mad  blood  leaping  in  fierce  ecstasy ! 
Once,  once  again,  O  let  me  breast  the  tide — 
The  surging,  foaming  tide  of  blood-flecked  war — 
Once  ere  I  die  and  all  my  blood  run  chill ! 

Give  me  my  freedom  :  are  not  all  things  free  ? 
The  linnet  in  the  hedge,  the  soft-eyed  fawn, 
The  wind,  the  stream — the  sea?     Yea,  all  are  free — 
All  things  save  man,  and  he  alone  a  slave. 

O  for  those  days,  that  rush  into  my  mind 
With  one  o'ermastering  surge  of  memory, 
Those  glad,  glad  days,  those  days  that  are  no  more, 
When  I  was  free,  and  wandered  as  the  wind, 
E'en  where  I  listed,  heard  the  hoarse  waves  roar, 
The  sea-mews  scream  amid  the  storm-rack's  gloom, 
And  felt  the  wind  rush  flushing  all  my  cheek 
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With  its  warm  glow — those  days — they  are  no  more ! 

And  now  my  life  is  past  its  summer  prime, 

And  all  its  leaves  roam  restless,  dead  and  sere, 

Fluttering  like  banners  o'er  a  conquered  host. 

The  light  that  was  its  loadstar  lit  its  pyre ; 

And  all  its  aim  is  missed,  its  purpose  marred. 

Failed,  all  is  failed — the  land  I  love  in  chains  !— 

Yet  wherefore  chide  ?  failed — what  of  that  ? — doth  God, 

Doth  Heaven  fail  ?     Are  there  no  men  left,  not  one 

Of  still  strong  heart  to  suffer  and  to  do 

In  silence  'mid  the  world's  din  ?     Struggling  heart 

That  beatest  birdlike  'gainst  the  bars  of  fate, 

Be  still  and  wrap  thy  failure  as  a  pall 

Around  thine  aspirations ;  all  is  past, 

And  thy  life's  battle  fought !— What  matter  now 

If  thou  liest  stricken,  dying  ?     E'en  the  flower, 

The  meek  small  flower,  doth  peep  and  bloom  and  fade 

And  die,  nay,  seems  to  die ;  for  from  its  seeds 

New  life  doth  spring  ;  not  all  in  one  short  night, 

But  after  many  a  moon  hath  risen  and  waned, 

And  many  a  wind  and  shower  and  chilling  frost : 

And  then  at  last  it  beareth  precious  bloom 

An  hundredfold,  unwitting  of  the  life 

Its  death  must  win,  meekly  content  to  die : — 

E'en  thus  my  living  death  shall  flower,  shall  bloom ! 

How  long  these  nights  and  dreary !— dark  still  dark  ! 
The  day  has  perished  and  the  light  is  dead  ; 
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The  whole  world  weary  with  excess  of  light, 
Has  taken  dark  for  light,  the  stars  for  sun, 
Still  flickering  fitful  'mid  the  driving  clouds. — 
Dark,  all  so  dark,  so  lone !  methinks  the  dawn 
Is  weary  of  the  world,  and  sick  as  I, 
That  still  her  slow  wheels  tarry,  and  her  smile 
Frets  not  the  sky  to  dimples.     Far  withdrawn 
O'er  happier  homes  and  hearts  steals  kindly  sleep, 
But  me  it  calms  not,  rests  not,  lulls  not  now. 
Methinks  indeed  sleep  is  afraid  to  bless 
Him  Fortune  curseth. — Pardon  my  rash  words, 
Fair  gentle  sleep,  for  yesternight  thy  wand 
Waved  o'er  my  wearied  eyelids  and  I  slept, 
And  sleeping  dreamed  a  dream,  deep,  mystical, 
Forged  in  the  dim  wildernesses  of  thought. 

Methought  I  stood  on  some  vast  mountain  crag, 
And  all  the  earth  beneath  was  rolled  in  mist, 
And  all  the  heaven  above  was  wrapt  in  gloom, 
Save  one  faint  bickering  star,  and  as  I  gazed 
In  wonderment,  there  came  a  hand  that  touched 
The  mist  to  flame,  the  dark  to  light,  and  then, 
Down  through  a  rift  of  fire,  I  caught  the  rush 
Of  battle ;  saw  the  rider  fall,  the  wild  horse  plunge, 
The  bright  helm  cloven,  and  the  shivered  lance ; 
And  ghastlier  sights  and  sounds — the  starting  eye, 
The  quivering  limb  ;  and  ever  and  anon, 
The  dying  shriek  and  features  pale  in  death. 
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And  wave  on  wave  rolled  onward,  ever  met 

By  wave  on  wave  still  baffling,  casting  up 

Eddies  of  whirling  ruin  ;  as  perchance, 

In  spring  or  autumn  time  a  swollen  stream 

Froth-crested  meets  the  rising  of  the  tide, 

Storm-charioted,  and  all  is  dashed  to  foam. 

And  as  I  gazed  a  multitudinous  cry 

Of  myriad-throated  hosts  smote  on  the  vault 

Of  heaven  reverberate  with  the  might  of  sound 

Strength-shattering :— "  All  is  lost ! "     "  Out,  Out ! " 

"HaRou!" 

"  Ha  Rou  ! "    "  The  day  is  won  !  "—And  all  once  more 
Was  rolled  in  gloom. 

And  then  again,  methought 
The  daylight  'gan  to  break  adown  the  hills, 
Kindling  their  gloom,  and  fringe  their  tops  with  gold  ; 
And  slowly  clearing,  'mid  the  darkling  plain 
I  saw  two  brothers,  children  of  one  hearth, 
Struggle  in  throes  of  combat,  smirched  with  blood. 
The  brow  of  one  was  blazoned  "  Liberty  " — 
The  fairer,  but  the  other  "  Tyranny." 
So  these  two  fought,  and,  as  they  fought,  meseemed 
The  darkness  lifted,  and  around  I  saw, 
Silent  and  breathless,  heaved  a  multitude, 
Vast,  numberless,  and  I  could  gaze  no  more. 
And,  all  at  once,  there  rose  a  giant  shout, 
That  "  Liberty  "  had  vanquished  "  Tyranny  "  : 
And  the  wide  hills  re-echoed  the  glad  sound ; 
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And  for  a  moment  heaven  and  earth  were  bright — 
Then  all  was  dark  once  more. 

And  then  methought 

The  breath  of  morning  blew  a  path  of  light 
Fashioning  the  gloom  in  stairs ;  and  from  the  sky, 
E'en  as  a  sunbeam  from  a  sapphire  cloud, 
There  passed  a  queenly  form — back  from  her  eyes, 
Deep,  pure  as  lakes  beneath  a  summer  morn, 
Streamed  her  wild  tresses — all  her  robe  was  white, 
Glistering  as  day,  and  all  her  words  were  love — 
Her  every  accent  music  where  she  passed. 
She  smoothed  the  locks  of  darkness  into  light, 
The  night  to  day,  and  so  she  passed  to  earth. 
And  up  the  path  of  gold  there  rose  a  strain, 
Soft,  low  at  first  as  breeze  'mid  autumn  leaves, 
Then  swelling  as  the  storm-blast  cross  the  main — 
It  filled  the  heavens  with  music  manifold  : 
"  The  rule  of  hate  is  o'er,  the  reign  of  love  begun." 
And  lo !  the  darkness  hid  its  face  in  shame, 
And  fleeing  passed  on  sable  wings  away  : 
While  slowly  widening,  spreading  over  all, 
Kindling  the  heights  of  heaven,  the  depths  of  earth, 
The  light  still  grew  till  all  was  bright  as  day ! — 
And  then  I  woke  and  lo !  the  glow  of  dawn 
Was  on  my  cheek,  and  I  was  bathed  in  light. 
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Y 


*E  strains,  that  lord  the  lyre, 

Awake  and  sing : — 
To-day  some  trumpet-breathing  harmony  inspire 
On  organ,  hautboy,  clarion,  flute,  and  string  :— 

Solemn  and  bright 
Your  interwoven  notes  unite, 
In  intricate  sinuous  swell  of  roundelay, 
To  meet  and  greet  the  King,  who  goeth  on  his  way 
A  crown  to  wreathe  about  his  brow  this  day, 
An  Empire's  sceptre  sway. 

II 

Lo,  the  glad  myriads  throng 

From  near  and  far, 

From  the  fair  morning  to  the  evening  star ! 
From  where  St.  Lawrence  spreads  his  river  proud 

To  where  the  surf  beats  loud 
On  Australasia's  sunny  foam-fleckt  sands, 

Men  gather  from  all  lands, 
And  join  in  one  acclaim  of  loyalty  and  song, 
In  unity  of  clasped  and  ministering  hands. 
86 
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III 

The  sullen  Hooghly  rolls 

About  his  mud-strewn  shoals, 

But  he  to-day  hath  sent 

Dusky  ambassadors  to  tell 
The  silver-streaming  Thames  his  good  intent, 
To  wish  the  might  that  rules  his  waters  well. 

Delhi  and  Cawnpore  fain 

Would  wash  away  their  stain  ; 
And  bloody  Lucknow,  once  with  treachery  set, 

Craves  only  to  forget 
The  leaguering  ranks  that  round  her  bulwarks  went, 

And  filled  her  forts  with  slain. 


IV 

In  still  Acadia's  pastoral  fields, 

Where  noise  comes  not, 

Or  none,  save  rustic  murmurs,  which  the  harvest  yields- 
The  sweep  of  falling  grain 
Upon  the  golden  plain, 

The  garrulous  knives,  the  hum  of  toiling  folk, 
Who  hold  the  plough,  and  drive  the  busy  yoke,— 
Even  in  this  quiet  spot 
Rises  all  unforgot 
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The  thought  of  home  long  left,  yet  loved — this  morn  ; 
And  'cross  the  seas,  and  o'er  the  wheat  is  borne 
The  stir  of  the  great  city— music  rolled 
And  banners  flying, — pageantry  untold  ; — 

And  to  those  distant  hearts  a  thrill  of  joy  is  brought. 


By  Boston's  Bay,  or  where  Quebec  was  scaled, 

Old  strifes  are  as  an  unremembered  dream, 
Or  but  a  dream  whose  darkness  dawn  hath  paled- 
Lost  in  the  summer's  gleam  ! 


VI 

Hark,  with  sound  of  drum 
And  the  weird  wail  of  Scotland's  pipes  they  come  : 

They  move  in  slow  array, 

With  scarlet  and  with  gold,  with  trampling  chargers  gay, 
Neath  the  o'erarching  draperies  brave ; 

With  sword  and  jewelled  stave, 
And  all  the  pomp  of  daedal  colours  dancing, 
All  the  wavy  plumes  in  sunlight  glancing ; 
And  the  polished  gilded  car, 
As  in  triumph  after  war, 
Winning  easy  path  through  road  and  square, 
And  a  great  people,  wild  with  joy,  hurrahing  all  the  way! 
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VII 

The  bells  above  out-clang  in  merry  pealing — 
All  around 
With  the  sound, 

Spires  and  towers  together  rocking,  reeling, 
Echo  back  the  gladness  of  the  crowd  below, 
As  through  the  streets  the  long  procession  windeth  slow — 
Through  the  storied  streets  with  memories  shrined 
Of  a  kingdom's  greatness  long  ago. 
Here  the  hero-sailor  to  his  rest  was  borne, 
He,  the  dauntless — overcome  at  last,  who  had  laughed 

all  fear  to  scorn  : 

Here  the  great  Duke  passed  in  death,  while  a  mourn- 
ing nation  lined 

Dim  and  drooping  panoply  of  woe : — 
Here  the  great  Queen,  ending  widowed  days 

forlorn, 

Carried  for  the  last  time  soldierly, 
Knew  perchance  her  people  stood  there  hushed 

to  see, — 

Salt  tears  stealing, — 
Head  so  many  years  so  nobly  crowned, 
In   Death's  unawakening   slumber  fallen  and 
bound. 
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VIII 

O  Sun,  shine  on  to-day, 
And  let  no  cloud  our  gladness  chase  away  ! 

An  Empire's  heart  is  here- 
Dread  as  an  eagle's,  as  a  lion's  strong. 

Wake,  lute  and  song  ;— 
And  may  the  sign  of  God's  good  hand  be  near ! 


A    ROYAL  WEDDING 


SOFTLY  the  pink  dawn  rose,  o'erblown  with  mist, 
Then  spread  far-rolling  fields  of  amethyst, 
Sardius,  and  topaz  : — so  the  day  was  born 
"  Queen's  weather,"  meet  for  Prince's  bridal  morn. 
Not  May  itself  shows  brighter  or  more  fair 
With  budding  promise — omen  meet  for  her 
May-named,  whose  heart,  once  rent  with  sorrow,  now 
Put  on  new  blossoms ;  and  her  love-lorn  brow 
Gathered  again  fresh  beams,  as  some  pale  moon 
With  trailing  cloud-drift  darkened,  yet  full  soon 
Forgets  eclipse,  and  summons  her  lost  rays 
To  shine  more  glorious  for  the  world's  amaze, 
While  the  quenched  stars  rekindle,  decked  with  light, 
And  heaven  refills  with  splendour  infinite. 

— Thus  seemed  it  as  we  watched  the  streamers  wide 
Making  the  city  glad  :  each  street  its  pride 
Of  flowers  and  gay  festoons  along  the  way 
Was  flaunting,  and  proclaimed  a  gala  day. 


IN    MEMORIAM 

T.  E.  B. 

AJTUMN  and  whispering  leaves 
Soft  twilight's  fall ; 
Sunset  and  gathered  sheaves, 
Gold  over  all ! 

So  still — so  fair — to-night 

Can  Azrael  come  ? 
Waving  of  wings  in  flight : — 

Then  at  last — home. 

Swifter  than  lightning's  sweep, 

No  menace  nigh ; 
Old  Nature  turns  to  sleep, 

And  he — to  die. 

True  poet,  all  thy  heart 

With  hers  kept  tune, 
Moving  in  subtlest  art 

As  tide  with  moon. 
92 
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The  foam  was  ebbing  far 


By  shores  he  knew, 
nd  with  the  evening 
His  soul  rose  too — 


Lingering  perchance  in  love, 

Where  Avon  fills, 
Or  fonder  yet  above 

His  own  dear  hills. 

Bradda  and  Braddan — these 
Flashed  like  a  beam 

Of  sunlight  on  the  seas 
With  life's  last  gleam. 

Floated  not  heather's  breath 
On  Maughold  sweet, 

By  the  pale  fields  of  death, 
Haunting  his  feet  ? — 

Heard  he  dim  waters  sigh 
In  Langness  caves, 

And  the  tide  racing  by 
With  crested  waves  ? 

Or  stood  he  on  Barrule 
In  the  amber  light, 

Feeling  the  breeze  waft  cool 
One  last  "  Good-night "  ? 
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Poet  and  patriot,  strong, 
Tender  and  wise, 

All  notes  were  in  thy  song, 
Mirth  in  thine  eyes. 


Keen  was  thy  lash  to  scourge 

Falsity,  show ; 
Yet  could  thy  pathos  urge 

Tears'  overflow. 

At  the  heart's  core  was  joy- 
Joy  of  a  child  ; 

'Neath  the  man's  mask  a  boy- 
Clean,  undefiled. 


AFTER   MOSCHUS 


MOURN,  all  ye  glades,  and,  every  grove,  lament; 
Redden  ye  roses,  and  ye  wind-flowers  blow ; 
Ye  hyacinths,  with  darker  bloom  besprent- 
Let  all  your  clusters  speak  the  whispered  woe. 

Trill,  O  ye  nightingales,  that  he  is  gone ; 

In  your  thick  leaves  warble  a  requiem  soft ; 
Chant  o'er  the  waters,  each  Strymonian  swan, 

That  he  will  come  no  more,  who  came  so  oft. 

Tell  all  the  maidens,  tell  the  nymphs,  who  wait 
Furnished  with  garlands  to  bedeck  his  brow 

That  he  no  more  shall  greet  them  at  the  gate ; 
They  must  forbear  their  happy  service  now. 

And  ye,  O  boys,  who  wont  with  him  to  play, 
To  lead  the  song  or  dance,  together  weep — 

Together  weep  the  fatal,  hapless  day 

That  rapt  him  to  the  long  interminate  sleep. 
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LULLABY 

SLEEP,  sleep,  O  baby,  sleep : 
Wind  and  trees  are  sighing  : 
Thou  no  more  shalt  wake  or  weep 
In  thy  last  cot  lying! 

Sleep,  sleep :  thy  days  were  few  :— 
Why  should  they  be  many  ? 

We  with  more  have  oft  to  rue 
That  God  gave  us  any. 

Lily  in  thy  hand  close  pressed— 

Thou  a  fairer  lily  ! 
All  thy  little  body  dressed 

For  the  long  sleep  stilly. 

O  my  babe,  my  babe,  I  cry, 
Wilt  thou  not  be  lonely, 

With  no  mother  watching  by— 
But  the  white  stones  only  ? 
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Hush,  hush,  I  check  my  tears, 

Tho'  my  heart  be  breaking  ; 
Not  for  thee  the  cruel  years — 

Never  this  wild  aching ! 

See,  I  place  beside  thy  cheek 

Early  flowers  of  May-time, 
Lest  thou  in  the  dark  should  seek 

Something  for  thy  play-time  : 

By  thy  hand  a  tiny  book 

Telling  of  One  near  thee, 
Ready  on  thy  play  to  look, 

Or  when  tired  to  bear  thee. 

Ah,  methinks,  He  bears  thee  now, 

Carries  in  His  bosom, 
Where  the  crystal  waters  flow— 

Our  lost  little  blossom  ! 


THE   BLOSSOMS 

HE  blossoms  came,  and  one  white  blossom  died — 
Nay,  she  was  gathered  where  all  flowers  abide. 
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PART    III 


IN   THE    BAY 

THE  moon's  white  glory  lay  athwart  the  bay 
Like  woman's  hand  on  man's  tired,  throbbing  brow ; 
About  our  boat's  soft  gliding  sides  and  prow 
The  oar-dipt  wave  was  edged  with  stiver  spray. — 
Far  off  upon  the  shore  in  sullen  fray 

The  sea  fell  echoing :  from  the  castle  tower 
Came  the  slow  chime  that  marked  the  dying  hour, 
And  dark  night  stood  her  feet  still  flushed  with  day. 

Dim,  as  in  sleep,  we  saw  Life's  mirrored  dream— 
The  gleam  of  ripples  near,  the  gloom  around 

Lit  by  one  streak  of  rose,  one  steadfast  beam 

To  guide  and  gladden,  tho'  the  black  night  frowned— 

Earth,  Sea,  and  Time  together  making  moan : 

Our  boat  moves  onward  through  the  dark — alone ! 
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THE   FACE   OF   DEATH 

ALL  day  the  wind  has  been  upon  the  deep, 
But  with  the  dark  it  fell,  and  on  the  pier 
I  stood,  and  heard  the  Sea's  voice  loud  and  clear 
Wail  through  the  night,  like  some  old  giant  from  sleep 
Aroused  and  wrathful  :— up  the  cloud-winged  steep 
Clomb  the  young  moon,  red  as  the  corn's  ripe  ear  :— 
Far  off  black  waters'  sheen,  but  all  anear 
White  phosphor-gleams,  and  waves  that  foam  and  leap ! 

I  stood  and  looked,  and  lo !  the  face  of  Death 

Gazed  thro'  the  gloom— eyes  glittering,  shot  with  fire- 
Hair  fall'n  or  flowing  on  the  night  wind's  breath, 
Lips  wan,  writhen,  hungry  with  unfed  desire- 
Such  was  Death's  face,  and  on  the  night  a  cry 
Of  wrath  and  pain  and  salt  tears  never  dry ! 
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NATURE   AND   MAN 

THE  equal  sun,  resplendent  far  and  nigh 
O'er  Oxford's  pride  of  dreamy  lawn  and  tower, 
In  London's  squalor  eastward  the  same  hour 
Gilds  the  cheap  shops,  the  toil-worn  passers-by ; 
And  in  foul  rooms,  where  sick  men  fainting  lie, 
Still  he  doth  shed  abroad  his  golden  dower 
As  full,  as  free,  as  when,  through  Eden's  bower, 
Eve  wondering  watched  the  happy  daylight  die. 

O  God  in  nature,  are  not  Thy  ways  just  ? 

Nor  state  nor  place  nor  time  may  make  them  change; 
But  men,  Thy  work,  first  framed  of  Nature's  dust, 

Far  differing  laws  in  ranks  unequal  range ; 
For  these  have  wealth  and  those  a  hard-won  crust— 

O  God,  in  cities — are  not  Thy  ways  strange  ? 
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S.  AUSTIN'S   "CONFESSIONS" 

NOT  that  he  sounded  with  unshrinking  line 
Depths  of  God's  counsel  past  all  human  ken ; 
Not  for  the  conflicts  of  his  flame-dipt  pen ; 
Not  that  he  gathered  gold  and  gems  divine 
Lone  in  dim  ways  of  God's  mysterious  mine — 
Not  for  these  things  is  he  still  loved  of  men : 
(Such  there  have  been,  and  such  will  be  again 
Warriors  of  God — His  workmen  and  His  sign). 

Yet  not  as  such  thro'  all  this  tide  of  years 

Have   men   turned   to    him   with    tired    hearts    and 

stained, 
But  for  this  chiefly — he  knew  doubt  and  fears, 

Friendship  and  love,  strong  passions  scarce  restrained : 
From    pain-drawn    lips,  that    Sin's    mixt    cup    had 

drained, 
Contrite  he  taught  the  ministry  of  tears ! 
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HELOISE  AND  ABELARD 

"Varium  et  mutabile" 

ONE  word  I  hear — "  O  heart, — forget,  forget! 
Memory  is  poison,  recollection  pain."— 
Why   pierce    these    thoughts,   like    swords,   my 

tortured  brain  ? 

Still  with  some  lurking  stab  each  path  is  set ! 
O  dear,  dead  Past,  forego,  forgive  thy  debt ! 
Let  me  be  free  : — is  not  repentance  vain, 
Penance  a  mockery,  while  I  live  again 
The  sin,  the  love  that  lure  me,  tempt  me  yet? 

O  Abelard,  above  the  shining  Cross 

I  see  thine  eyes,  and  thro'  the  prayers  thy  voice 

Beckons  once  more,  and  lo,  my  gold  is  dross ! 

The  Virgin  frowns  :  her  lips  are  chill  with  scorn  : 
Still  dreams  bring  back  the  face  I  miss  at  morn  ;— 

And  I  have  chosen, — but — repent  my  choice. 
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BISHOPS  COURT:    ISLE  OF   MAN 

OFAIR  green  lawns,  by  rippling  water  lined, 
O'erwatched  by  tower  and  fane  and  ivied  walls, 
How  softly  on  you  now  the  evening  falls 
And  wakes  your  leaf-crowned  aisles  with  whispering 

wind ! 

Lo,  in  the  dusk  old  memories  come  to  mind  ; 
The  living  Present  to  the  dead  Past  calls, 
And  forms  rise  glimmering  from  long-faded  palls — 
Saints  from  Heaven's  home  their  ancient  haunts  to  find. 

Ah !  one  methinks  I  see,  a  silvered  head 

And  venerable  form,  with  footstep  slow 
His  own  walk  pacing — tried,  strong,  perfected 

By  prayer  and  suffering — that  pure  light,  whose  glow 
O'er  a  dark  waste  of  barren  years  was  shed, 

As  from  a  rock  storm-buffeted,  blow  on  blow. 
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ON   SEEING  A   SPRIG   OF 

EDELWEISS    IN   A  VOLUME   OF 

WORDSWORTH'S    POEMS 

YEA,  for  he  climbed  the  mountains — he  alone 
With  God  alone  ;  he  heard  wild  torrents  roar, 
Great   thunders  roll ;   he  watched,  where   eagles 

soar 

Far  in  the  blue,  and  felt  the  keen  wind  blown, 
E'en  where  it  listed,  round  each  desolate  stone  : — 

On  the  sheer  steeps,  through  Heaven's  half-opened 

door, 

Leading  to  peace  untroubled  evermore, 
He  caught  Heaven's  calm,  and  claimed  it  as  his  own. 

Fair  flower — faint  image  of  white  Alpine  gleams, 
Fitly  thou  liest  'mid  the  words  of  him, 
Who  stood  so  close  to  worshipping  Seraphim 

Their  stainless  glory  fell  in  argent  streams 

On  his  bowed  head  ;  and  snow-winged  Cherubim 

Circled  his  brow  with  their  imperious  beams. 
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AT  WHITEHALL 

catch  the  glimmer  of  our  northern  day— 
A     This  aigrette,  jewelled  staff,  fair-hilted  sword  : 
Sparkling  they  speak  of  him,  who,  once  their  lord, 
Gloriously  fell  by  Trafalgar's  blue  bay, 
When  on  the  deep  white  rolling  thunders  lay, 
Dread  lightnings  flashed,  and  noise  of  riven  cord 
And  rending  sail  shrieked  with  the  crash  of  board, 
And  hail  of  cannon  hissing  thro*  the  spray. 

Our  jewel  of  the  seas — this  priceless  star, 

Washed  by  all  waves,  he  held,  he  kept  it  bright ; 

'Bove  envious  hands  stretched  out  he  set  it  far, 
And  mocked  at  those  who  fain  would  do  it  slight 

Now  lest  men  heed  no  more  brave  Trafalgar, 
These  gleaming   stones  wreathe   Nelson's  fame  in 
light. 
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"TU    ES    PETRUS" 

"  Archbishop  Temple  was  once  compared  to  'granite  on  fire'  " 

— Daily  paper. 

"f^RANITE  on  fire!"— Christ's  Church  is  built  on 
V_T     rock : 

And  he,  who  latest  filled  Augustine's  throne, 
Rightly  was  likened  to  the  scarred  grey  stone 

Fashioned  in  flame,  upheaved  by  earthquake  shock, 

Steadfast  all  after-blasts  of  storm  to  mock  : 

How  should  it  move,  how  quail,  since  it  has  known 
Nature's  huge  forces  in  wild  turmoil  thrown, 

Where  lo,  now  quiet  tarn  and  pasturing  flock  ? 

God  reigns  :  not  ours  the  Church,  not  ours  the  world  : — 
God  rests  : — secure  of  this,  with  burning  heart 

And  kindling  word,  Christ's  banner  he  unfurled  ; 
In  peace  beyond  all  knowing  still  God's  part 

He  held  ;  and  still  with  joy  those  brave  lips  curled  ; 

And  dauntless  still  he  went  where,  Christ,  Thou  art ! 
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AT   FRANKFORT 

E>,  here  was  Goethe  born  : — full  commonplace 
The  street,  where  first  the  light  on  those  clear  eyes 
Dawned : — nothing  is  here  to  make  men  wise : 
Nor  sea,  nor  mountain  peak,  nor  nameless  grace 
Of  Art's  rich  glow ;  nor  glance  of  human  face 
Bespeaking  genius — no  Italian  skies  ; 
No  mystic  cloud  that  on  Parnassus  lies : — 
Just  that  rough  worth  that  makes  our  little  race. 

Yet  was  he  great — not  by  such  glad  largess 
Of  ruddy  light,  as  fills  with  glorious  gleam 

Frankfort's  Cathedral,  but  in  days  of  stress 

His  greatness  flowed  likest  the  Main's  still  stream  ; — 

He  looked  abroad,  untouched  by  bitterness, 

And  taught  the  Truth  behind  the  things  that  seem. 
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AT   COLOGNE 

HERE  Rubens  lived  : — on  such  a  night  as  this 
He  saw  the  stars  and  watched  the  moon  arise, 
And  looked  on  this  strait  street  with  lustrous  eyes 
Fresh  kindled  from  his  Art  and  all  its  bliss : — 
Then  went  he  down  to  hear  the  Rhine's  soft  kiss 
Upon  his  banks  ; — ofttimes  perchance  unwise 

Returned  to  wine  and  Bacchic  revelries — 
So  lower  life  Art's  highest  crown  doth  miss. 

Yet  was  he  forceful  with  a  giant's  power 
To  mould  in  sinuous  form  voluptuousness : 

Rays  of  the  sunset  lent  their  varied  hue 
To  Titan  beauty  ;  and  the  splendid  dower- 

Of  all  Tyre's  dyes  lay  open  to  his  view — 

Would  he  had  known  the  whole  than  half  is  less ! 
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THE    ROSSETTI   WINDOW   AT 
BIRCHINGTON 

Exodus  xii.  23 ;   S.   Mark  viii.  22,  23. 

RIST   touched   his  eyes — those  wondrous  eyes 

that  saw 

All  that  was  fair  in  colour  and  in  form, 
Finding  in  Art  a  refuge  from  life's  storm, 
For  will  imperfect  beauty  without  flaw. 
Beauty's  hierophant,  he  knew  no  law 

Save  that  of  loveliness — him  cold,  the  warm 
And  healing  touch  of  Christ,  life's  perfect  norm, 
Quickened  at  last  thro'  death  to  heavenly  awe. 

For  him  the  Blood  of  Passover  was  shed  ; 
Jesus  of  Nazareth  for  him  passed  by, 

And  as  He  passed  He  touched  the  slumbering  eyes 
From  death  to  life, — one  that  was  inly  dead 
To  life :  men  saw  the  deathlike  body  lie- 
Far  off  the  soul  awoke  with  glad  surprise. 
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THE    PRICE   OF   PEACE 

AT     FRANKFORT 
(The  Swan  Hotel) 

E~',  here  the  peace  was  signed,  the  standards  furled ; 
Eagle  and  Lily  put  away  their  strife — 
Conqueror  and  conquered  :  but  how  many  a  life 
Doth  pass  bereaved  thro'  the  wide-darkened  world 
For  some  dear  heart  to  changeless  silence  hurled  ! — 
A  maid  perchance  that  should  have  been  a  wife, 
A  widow,  who,  long  years  with  sadness  rife, 
Watcheth  the  smoke  from  lonely  rafters  curled. 

O  wrath  of  man,  that  worketh  not  God's  right ! 
O  war  of  men,  that  guilty,  guiltless  slays ! — 
Glory  is  good  and  honour ;  but  who  pays 

The  price  that  keeps  a  country's  honour  bright  ? 

Not  king  or  counsellor,  whose  words  are  might, 
But  unnamed  homes  living  out  desolate  days. 


A   PAPER   KITE 

TORN  'mid  the  grime-stained  wires  a  paper  kite, 
Caught  and  dishevelled,  fluttering  high  in  air, 
Strove  idly  to  escape  th'  electric  snare ; 
And  some  child's  eyes  gazed  empty  of  delight, 
That  erewhile  followed  proud  its  magic  flight- 
Finding  his  toy  above  all  treasures  fair ; 
But  now  cast  down  in  uttermost  despair 
To  know  the  plaything  lost — lost,  yet  in  sight ! 

So  some  rich  trader  in  the  days  of  old 

Saw  his  lost  galleon  on  the  rock-bound  shore 

Shattered,  and  all  his  costly  bales  undone, 

Tossed  in  the  waves,  and  open  to  the  sun, 

And  felt  within  his  veins  the  blood  run  cold — 

Knowing  his  manly  heart  a  child's  once  more. 
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OFF   SYDNEY 

(TO    A   VESSEL   USED    ON    A   SEA-VOYAGE   AS   A   CHALICE) 

SINK  with  faint  gurgle  thro'  the  limpid  deep — 
Thou  separate  once  to  purpose  so  divine, 
Thou  that  didst  hold  the  sacred,  mystic  wine- 
Far  down,  where  tides  shall  rock  thee,  sink  and  sleep : 
Feel  only  pulsing  of  the  flood  or  neap : 
No  more  again  to  baser  use  decline, 
Forever  sealed  with  pure  abluting  brine 
'Neath  the  grey  furrows  where  no  sickles  reap ! 

Many  the  vessels—earthen,  silver,  gold ; 

Many  the  lips  that  touch  Christ's  mystery : 
Fathomless  still  as  is  the  deepest  sea 

Its  meaning,  and  its  mercy  all  untold  : — 

Like  the  great  winds  God's  gifts  are  wide  and  free;- 

And  one  the  Blood,  the  Loaf — one  Lord,  one  fold  ! 


THE   FOUR   GREAT  THINGS 

GOD— Immortality,  and  Truth  and  Right"— 
Four  words  that  baffling  vex   man's   troubled 

brain, 

Yet  still  dissolve  what  doubts  round  sin  and  pain, 
Falsehood  and  death,  thick-gathered  blind  his  sight  !— 
Faithless  men  whisper — "  Give  thou  o'er  the  fight : 
What  is  the  hope  for  which  we  upward  strain  ? 
For  all  life's  loss  where  is  there  lasting  gain  ? 
What  crown  for  those  who  struggle  thro'  black  night  ? " 

Oh,  then  as  rocks,  above  the  floating  gloom, 
Lit  by  no  earthly  light,  sublimely  great, 

These  tower :  we  see  thro'  tears  their  high  peaks  loom, 
And   know  them   changeless  'mid   man's  changeful 
state ; 

In  wildest  storm — past  bars  of  iron  doom — 
We  watch  these  gleaming :  we  can  hope  and  wait. 


THE    GATE   OF  TEARS 

"  Prayer  is  Israel's  only  weapon, — a  weapon  inherited  from  its  fathers, 
a  weapon  proved  in  a  thousand  battles.  Even  when  the  gates  of  prayer 
are  shut  in  Heaven,  those  of  tears  are  open." — THE  TALMUD. 

THE  gate  of  prayer  was  closed  :  I  could  not  pray : 
Back  on  my  heart  the  wingless  words  recoiled ; 
The  weapon  proved  so  oft  fell  broken  and  foiled ; 
Yet  deep  within,  the  need  no  speech  might  say 
Like  a  lost  spirit  in  thrall  unresting  lay — 
O,  how  win  cleansing  for  a  soul  assoiled  ? — 
And  then  I  thought  of  those  all  night  who  toiled, 
And  lo,  but  empty  nets  at  break  of  day ! 

I  knelt  and  wept :  with  weary  hand  forlorn 
I  turned  the  pages  of  an  old-world  book, 

And  o'er  the  waste  this  word  of  peace  was  borne, 
Like  the  fair  dove  flown  home  to  Noah's  side : — 

"  When  God  hath  closed  the  gate  of  prayer,  yet  look — 
God's  gate  of  tears  is  still  left  open  wide ! " 
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THE    POETS    RHYMES 

I  CANNOT  tell  how  they  come  those  rhymes, 
I  cannot  tell  how  or  why  ; 
I  only  know  that  they  come  those  rhymes, 
And  die  as  the  breezes  die. 

They  tenderly  come  at  twilight-time, 

As  the  wind  through  a  whispering  tree  ;— 

Steal  down  the  strings  of  the  poet's  mind 
And  wake  it  to  melody. 

They  come  in  the  gleam  of  the  purpling  morn, 
In  the  hush  of  the  midday  glow  ; 

When  the  moon  rides  white  in  the  midnight  sky, 
When  the  sun  in  the  West  sinks  low. 

They  flit  'cross  the  soul  as  the  sunlight  flits 
'Cross  the  sea  and  the  fields  and  flowers ; 

They  come  in  a  gorgeous  pageantry 

With  the  pomp  of  the  passing  hours. 
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THE   POET'S   RHYMES  119 

They  surge  at  the  breath  of  a  heartless  gibe, 
At  the  noise  of  a  burning  wrong ; 

They  melt  with  the  touch  of  the  pure  and  fair 
Into  ecstasies  of  song. 

They  are  but  the  spray  of  the  soul  within — 

The  spray  of  a  deep,  deep  sea ; 
They  are  but  the  flash  of  a  fire-forged  cloud 

Dim  buried  in  mystery. 


L'  ENVOI 

17  R I  ENDS  of  the  days  that  are  past, 
A      The  daffodil  days  of  spring, 
In  the  summer's  radiance  at  last 
.  I  send  you  the  songs  that  I  sing. 

Flushed  with  the  morning,  abreast 
We  followed  the  glory  that  shone ; 

When  at  nightfall  is  darkened  the  west, 
May  the  glow  of  that  glory  shine  on  ! 
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